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Saying Goodbye 


Author's Notes: 

So | had this idea first thing this morning. | hope you guys will read this and get into it. I's my first attempt 
at a murder mystery. Sorry for killing Axl right off he ba, but we haven't heard the last of him. His is just 
the start. Chapter two is he discovery of the body. Hope it goes well. Show some love. 


Saying Goodbye 
Axl Rose 


I'll be the first to admit | haven't lived the perfect and wholesome life. lve ddone a number of hurtful things to 
people.bsome fucking deserved it, and some more than likely didn't. You know that saying, we hurt the ones we 
love the most. It was a miracle anyone had ever loved me. lve burned so many bridges that all the water in 
the oceans probably can't put them out. But you know, in life we always think that we have all the time in the 
world to make amends. Time is something that we just take for granted. We can say sorry later. We can make 


things up later. We can forgive and forget later. There will be time another day. 


But when that final day comes it's usually a surprise. And if by some chance you see it coming you moan and 
bitch about there not being enough time to do the things you want to do. It just sort of hits you at once of 
how much time you've actually wasted. But when it's your time to go, it's your time. No sense crying over 


spilled milk, no bartering for more time, no prayers, let the house of cards fall and the dice roll as they may. 


And now my time here on this earth has come to an end. It came too soon and | wasn't ready. | still had do 
much left to say and do. So many people | wanted to say final words too. So many friendships | wanted to 
mend. But it's all too late now. My demise is yet another product of my own making. Another person | wronged 
or hurt inadvertently simply by being me. | should have seen it coming, but | guess death is just something 


you're not supposed to see coming. 


Though | was taken by surprise by being murdered. And as they often say, most of your enemies come with a 
smile. And mine had. | never even saw it coming. | think that when you die youre so shocked that you're dying 
that it doesn’t even hurt. There's no pain and your mind races one last time over all the things that could 


have been. It's just that it's a day late and you're a dollar short. 


As | lay hardwood floor bleeding out | couldn't help but laugh a tiny death gurgle. Axl Rose murdered in his 
Malibu mansion. | wonder if they'll ever figure out who ended my life. Its not like | could leave a fucking note 
or any clues. In fact, my murderer is probably going to get off Scott free. Maybe | deserved that. Maybe | 
deserve to roam this earth in some horrible limbo where | can see everyone but they can't see me. Yeah, | 


didn't deserve heaven. 


Still | can't help but give final thought to the very few people who would actually miss me. | should have been 
better to them. My brother and sister would definitely miss me. They were on payroll. No Axl, no payroll. My 
band would miss me, if | could call them that, they were honestly nothing more than hired hands. It had been 
like this for a decade now. There had been no magic since the original band fell apart. First Steven because | 
wanted him out. Then Izzy left. Then Slash, and lastly Duff. Dizzy stuck around, but Dizzy wasn't part of the 
original magic that made Guns N' Roses the household name it became. | wonder if they'll miss me at all. | wish 


| would have been able to clear the air with them all. But now l'm dead and it's too late. 


| have a will. | haven't revised it in years, but | guess | haven't changed my mind about anything contained 
therein. My fortune would be split three ways in equal portions. A third to Stu. A third to Amy. And a third to 
Megan, my daughter the world knows nothing about. | wish | would have had more time to be able to get to 
know her. | hardly knew her at all. | guess my intent was to protect her from fame. Sadly | was out of time 
for that now. | wonder if she will ever even know about me. Aside from myself and her mother only one other 


person even knew she existed. 


But this isn't a tale of making amends. It's not an answering of what ifs. It's not about all the time | wasted. It's 
not about the futility of man Its not about all he things | left undone or unsaid. No his is a story about 
murder. My murder. It's a story of suspects. It's a story of whodunit. sadly | can't tell you who is guilty. Now 
you'll just have to read for yourself. Maybe you can put the clues together so my killer doesn't go by 
unnamed. This is a story about justice for a man who may never get it. This is accounts from those who knew 


me. Those who loved me and those who hated me enough to want me dead. 


So in closing I'll say this.to those of you | owe apologies, from the bottom of my heart Im sorry in the 
deepest and most regrettable way. For those of you that | loved, m sorry | didn't tell you or show you more 
often. We all have regrets in life, but now, those are the only two that have any form of validating weight. 
Five words, so small and simple, but | put them off. Now it's too late to say I'm sorry and | love you. Spend 


your time well my friends, you never know when your time will be up. 


The Best Excuse For Being Late 


Author's Notes: 
I's coming pretty fost.. 


The Best Excuse For Being Late 
Izzy Stradlin 


Thirty years is a hell of a long time to know someone when you're just 44. That's over half a lifetime. Axl has 
always been about the most misunderstood guy | think I've ever met. But | understood him, at least as much 
as anyone can understand him. With Axl it's always that his emotions override his logic, hence riots and shit. 
But if you stripped it to the core you could see that Axl had his reasons. It's just that his reasons had 
concenquences that were usually greater and caused us more shit. But that's just the way the guy was hard 


wired. At least he was honest and stood by his convictions. It was probably my favorite quality about him. 


But for a fucker that | know owns several watches, he sure has no fucking concept of time. He never has. And 
in 44 years, he still hasn't figured it out. l'm sitting here in some posh ass Beverly Hills Sushi bar waiting on 
an appointment with Axl. lim a fucking vegetarian and He knows that, booking us at a Sushi bar is just his 
assholecway of testing my endurance or trying to turn me back to the dark side. Well if you ask me, Axl could 
use a vegetarian diet for a while and lose some pounds because frankly, weight on his frame just don't work. 
Not that | will ever ever ever fucking tell him that to his face. And it's not a cowardly thing, it's more a 


matter of maintaining the peace. 


I've had plenty of practice with biting my tounge where Axl is concerned. l'm the only one who ever could. But 
be no mistake about it, when he needed a ‘fuck you' or a ‘shove it up your ass‘ | have no problem telling him. 
Seems the duty of breaking bad news to Axl had always fallen on me. Even after leaving the band | was still 
making excuses for him. But | guess that's just what we do for people we love. And | did love him. He was a 


part of me, even when he wasn't. 


We had a secret that only the two of us shared. We loved one another..as more than friends. It went on, in 
quiet for maybe three years. It's the real reason | left the band. Axl and | wanted to be together but here 
was Erin Well five minutes after Erin's gone, in walks Stephanie. | got clean and stayed clean so he would love 
me even more. But when | gave him the choice, me or Stephanie, he chose her. How could | stick around with a 
broken heart and witness him give his to hers? | just wasn't strong enough to live like that sober. And | sure 
as hell wasn't going back to being a junkie again. So | left him. | left the band. The fame. The fans. Even the 


money. 


It took about six years for us to speak to one another again. But it was like we had just seen one another the 


day before. Things could not have been smoother. We talked for several hours. That was the day Axl told me 


about Megan. He was such a doting proud father. He wanted her identity to remain secret, as well as her 
mother's. They names her Megan Rose ________. She had her mom's last name to ensure her identity 
remained hidden She was about four at that time. Now she would be 13. She had strawberry blonde hair and 


Axl's green eyes. One day I'm sure she would break plenty of hearts. 


| too have a daughter, she's only three. | named her Isabell. Yeah, I'm aware the hell I've brought on her with 
teasing and torment over being named Isabell Isbell. I've always just called her Bell Bell. When | told Axl he went 
out and bought her an entire pink nursery set. My wife Elena had had her eye on something very similar, so 
Axl saved me a few grand. He never missed Bell Bell's birthday either. Her uncle Axl took delight is spoiling her 
the way he hadn't Megan. 


| sigh and look at my watch. Its nothing for Axl to be two hours late..but four fucking hours? He can't send a 
simple text saying he's not coming? Hey zz, stuck in traffic. Hey Izzy, Im sorry, | can't make it. Oh shit Izzy, | 
forgot. No, that's just not Axls style. At some later point he would do this grand gesture thing as an apology 
for leaving me here to smell raw fish for four hours. Goddamnit Axl. If you have no intention of coming, why 


set up the fucking reservation 


So | get the check for the five glasses of herbal tea I've drank while | wait for him. Fuck it, he won't come to 
me, I'll come to him. So | pay 28 bucks for five glasses of tea and storm out of that place becouse it smells 
worse than some of the pussy | used to fuck in my young stupidity. | hop on the back of my bike and take off 
for Malibu. 


When | get to his house | lift up the potted ivy plant by the front door and pick up the spare. Knocking is not 
going to happen because he would avoid me after ditching me. | stick the key in the lock and open the door. It's 
quiet inside, no TV. Beta isn’t cooking. Axls fucking Taco Bell dog isn't even running up to me barking. Maybe the 


fucker was gone or out on his private fucking beach? 


| lay the key down and my eye is caught by a kitchen knife. | pick it up thinking that it was weird to be there. | 
lay it back down and that's when | feel the moisture on my hand. | glance at it, about to wipe it on my pants 
when | notice its red. Its BLOOD! Jesus Christ. | quickly rush further into the living room. As | round the 
corner of Axl's bleach white sofa my feet almost go out from under me. | look down and | see him on the 


floor. 


| drop to my knees, "Axl?! Oh GODI!" | press my head to his back because he's face down in blood. It's more 
blood than I've ever seen in my life. But when | feel his back under my cheek | know there's no point in listening 
for a heartbeat. He's already cold. So | somehow manage to dial ‘Il on my cell phone. About forty minutes later 


theres a dozen cops, coroner, and reporters. 


Sadness on the airways 


Sadness On The Airways 
Duff McKagan 


I'm stuck in traffic in the rain just trying to get to the fucking Seahawks game. | glance at the clock and notice 
the time, 1:00 pm. | sigh and turn on the radio. Nikki has this new radio show called Sixx Sense on XM Radio. He 
had told me about it a few months ago, invited me on the show and everything. If you know Nikki at all then 
you know how much he fucking loves to listen to himself talk. | guess I'm a shitty friend because | have yet to 
tune in. So an evening stuck in traffic seems like the golden opportunity to check it out. 


Naturally | hear Nikki talking and know its him, trust me, one conversation with Sixx assures you never forget 
his fucking voice. His cohost is the daughter of legendary radio personality and American Top 40 countdown, 
Kasey Kasem. His daughter, Kerry, somehow got paired up with Nikki. It is so weird to know that Nikki fucking 
Sixx is now doing the top 40 countdowns. He fucking hates top 40 bands..except of course when his own band 


was one. 


Jesus, how long would it be before the FCC fines him for drpping F bombs on the air? Can he even speak a 
whose sentence without cuss words? | can't. I'm also curious if people will get his dry ass humor. Izzy was 
really the only guy | was ever around with that dry sense of humor. You're not sure when its a joke or 
serious. Anyhow Nikki seemed into it when he called me up. So | watch the taillights in front of me and listen to 


Nikki starting his show. 


"Tonight's show is starting out on a somber note. The rock world lost one of its all time greatest front men 
today. Axl Rose was found murdered in his Malibu home. It was a stabbing so I'm told. No suspects yet. No 
forced entry. Right now Id like to send condolences to all the extended Guns N' Roses family, past and present. 
Axl, you will be missed" 


What? | blink several times and look at he lights on the radio. What? Is this a fucking joke Nikki? Is his your 
notoriously dry sense of humor? What the fuck? Did | hear right? Did he say Axl was dead? What? Murdered? 
No. This had to be a fucked up joke. 


"You're friends with those guys aren't you?" Kerry asks. 

"I am actually. Duff is one of my best friends. Slash and | hang out still.Steven and Slash saved my life once. 
I've held a few conversations with Axl, but we didn't mesh well because of the whole Izzy getting punched by 
Vince at the AMA's. No one can hold a grudge like Axl Rose. Guess | shouldn't be so down on the dead. That is 


rather insensitive of me." 


What? 


"Who found the body?" Kerry then asks. 


"They haven't officially released any answers. But | here tell it was actually Izzy, one of his oldest friends who 
he grew up with in Indiana. Not the way you want to find a friend" 


"Oh no doubt, that must be traumatizing." 


This wasn't a joke! This was for real? Dear god. gotta call Izzy. | fumble around and manage to get my phone 
in my hand. l'm jus staring at the contacts button A horn honks behind me and | inch up a little in traffic. | 
scroll down to I. | hit the call button and listen to it ring. After the fourth ring | get his mailbox which is 
naturally not set up. lzz fucking hated cell phones. He enjoyed the luxury of being unreachable. But right now | 
really fucking need to reach him! Damnit Izzy! Fuckll! 


Maybe Slash has heard? Maybe Izzy called him! Fuck! His can't be real. How can Axl be dead? 


Not How | Wanted It To Go Down 


Not How | Wanted It To Go Down 


Steven Adler 


| don't know who the fuck kept calling my house at like five in the morning.or was it evening? Anyway whoever 


it was just blurted out, Stevie he's dead! Axl's dead! Yeah yeah, weird phone prank guy, Axl's dead, tell me again 


tomorrow, maybe it sink in. But when | hung up the phone just rang and rang more. Option one, answer, tell off 


this dude in my ear, or option two, jerk the phone from the wall and hurl it across the room. | answer it out 


of morbid curiosity and sheer boredom. Turns out the weird phone prank guy was Izzy. He was really worked 


"Who?" | ask in my right drug haze. 

"Axl's fucking dead!" 

"Who is this?" 

"zzy!" 

"Is who what?" | slur. 

"Nol It's Izzy!" 

"Something happened to Izzy?" 

"No! l'm Izzy! Something happened to Axl!" 

"To who?" 

"To Axl!!! 

"Who the hell gave you his number? Man.fuck why are you calling me? Who did you say this is again?" 
‘It's Izzy" 

"And what were you saying happened to Izzy?" 
"Goddamnit Stevie this is fucking Izzylll! 


"Hey zz, how are you dude?" 


"Axl. Is. Dead" 
"Nah, it's probably just a rumor.. Izzy's fine man." 
"Steven.fuck it!" Click. Dead tone. 


Ok, some weird dude got my number and is trying to make me think something happened to Izzy. Fucking 
weirdo. | think nothing more of it and pass out. The next day around noon the phone rings. | answer and l'm 
relatively sober so | get that its Duff. Duff tells me that Izzy asked him to call and explain last night to me in 
small words and no adjectives so | might fucking get it. That does sorta sound like something Izzy would say..so 


| listen up until Duff tells me Axl is dead. 


Now the give of us would never get back together...there would be no making up now. This wasn't how | wanted 
it to go down. | wanted Axl to get over himself and play with us all again. | mean | hated the bastard for 
pushing me out, but | still loved the guy like a fucking brother. | didn't want him dead. Tears just start falling 
from my eyes as | try to listen to Duff tell how Izzy found Axl. As much as | hate it for Izzy, l'm just glad a 
fuck it wasn't me. And they all thought I'd be the first motherfucker to die out of this band Guess drugs 
don't kill all of us. Apparently some of get hacked to death by their own kitchen knives. 


Then Duff starts saying shit about royalties reverting back to all remaining members of the 198b Geffen 
contract in the event if Axls death..well at least | finally get my goddamn royalties! | hate Axl died for me to 
get them, but as soon as the check comes I'm sure | can condole myself somehow and forget for maybe a 
decade that he's gone. | could say a lot of mean and nasty shit about the guy, like his gay streak, but what 


point is it when he can't feel the sting? Its not satisfying to not get to see smoke boil from his ears. 


We always had a love hate relationship, Axl and |, but | don't recall ever wishing him dead. Slash had, like every 
time I've spoken to him in the last ten years, but | never did Probably should have, but I'm not that kind of 
guy. Axl was that kind of guy. Slash was that kind of guy. Izzy could be that kind of guy if it suited him. But 
the two blondes, Duff and myself, we never wished anyone dead. Ok maybe I'm a liar..maybe | had wished him 
dead, | honestly couldn't remember much since..1185..so | won't completely rule it out. But in general, | don't 


normally find myself wishing away my enemies. 


So there's arrangements and shit to be made. Axl's brother Stuart was taking care of it. Amy flew to Indiana 
to tell the family. Duff seems worried about Izzy. He says Izzy's taking it pretty hard. That's not really 
surprising. Izzy had to be the only person on the planet without the ability to hate Axl, so loyal by default to a 
guy that shit on him every chance he got. | wonder if Slash knows yet. The sky isn't lit up like the fourth if 
July with fireworks so I'm guessing no. | offer to tell Slash but Duff says he will 


So..am | invited to the funeral or banished from it? | guess invited since the only one to object is the asshole 
we're burying. That makes me smile to know he has to look down on me looking at his coffin being lowered into 


the ground. Knowing Axl there will be live music and refreshments as we weep and blow our noses with crisp 


new hundred dollar bills. Hell of a parting gift Axe. Thanks | guess. Hate to see ya go. Love ya Miss ya. But 


damn the prospects of your death are a little intriguing to my finances. 


Does Hatred Grieve? 


Does Hatred Grieve? 
Slash 


It had been twelve years since | had shared a room with Axl Rose. | guess | figured one day we might be 
friends again. Truth is, | wasn't really even mad about it anymore. | just wanted the jackass to apologize to my 
face for once. After so many years | guess | just stopped waiting. All the rest of us still talk. Only Izzy speaks 
to Axl however. Most news we got on him was second hand through Izzy..but Izzy really is a pro at keeping 


fucking secrets, especially Axl's. 


| guess after a while you just forget most of the things about them, good and bad. All that really keeps the 
fire blazing is just sheer hatred. Too much togetherness usually does wear on a person's nerves. And the most 
handy emotions to feel are hatred. Enough hatred just wouldn't lay down and die. | guess mine for him really 
hasn't died yet. Does hatred Grieve? | mean can you put aside that hatred long enough to grieve? To morn the 
loss? | know rejoice was the wrong emotions to feel, given the situation, but how the hell do you morn your 


souls hate? 


in a box and bury it right along side his dead body. Now | could let shit go. Now it's irrelevant to be back 
pissed off. Now it doesn't matter who caved in first, who broke the silence. There's no need to worry about 
those things now. Axl Rose is dead and he won't be coming back. 


Maybe one day I'll still have to look at him in some limbo or heaven or hell. Most likely hell. But in this earthly 
form.l'm done having to ever give him the privilege of one of my thoughts again. After all, I'm not sorry for 
me, I'm sorry for him. He missed a lot of cool shit in my life, in Duff's life.. Izzy's the only one with a fucking 
key to his Majesty's palace. And look at what price he had to pay to keep Axl around. Thinking of that makes 
me feel sorry for Izzy. But Izzy's always had this weird masochist side that just loves the woe which is Axl 
Rose. Never did really get the two of them..they fought like they fucking wanted to kill each other sometimes. 
The names they called one another..but you usually couldn't separate them. Not even long enough for them to 
fuck their own girlfriends. It was always this sharing system with them when it came to pussy. Izzy shared 
with Axl, and Axl shared with Izzy. And no fucking body ever had to tell me, it was a well known fucking fact. 
The last one would have been the long suffering, luckily annulled Erin Every. | know for a fact that they both 
turned her into the jelly on their toast the night before Axl went psycho and threatened to kill himself if she 
didn't marry him. Maybe her miscarriage flipped his poles? Maybe it wasn't even his? Maybe neither of them 
knew whose kid it was. so Axl drug her to Vegas and she said yes in the most forced sort of way. | stopped 
by Izzy's the next day with Erin begging him to do something about Axl, that he was insane. You know what 
Izzy had the balls to say to her, to a chick he too had been fucking for five years, possibly the mother of his 


miscarried kid??? "Whoever said you even deserved him in the first place?" Cold shit Izzy. 


But he had a very cold side of him that came off rather heartless and unconcerned for anyone but himself. 


Maybe that's the kind of guy it took to stay friends with Axl Rose for 30 years. Maybe he was more like Axl 
than any of us wanted to think. Izzy was just cool. He had better taste in music, dressed better, dated hotter 
chicks, and had all the drugs. Izzy was odd in the way that he could be present without you even knowing he's 
there. A stealthy fucker when he was up to no good. In his older age he's just coming off as a brooding but 
always polite guy. | remember a different Izzy too who very time he got too drunk would become a complete 
asshole. He was usually very soft spoken and generally quiet. But a drunk Izzy is just one cheap shot after 
insult after another. On a normal day in which Izzy is not drunk he was like this page only saint of kindness, 
under the influence..well he does shit like cuss out stewardesses and piss in plane aisles. The first time we 
went to Japan Izzy knew he would go into withdrawal. So he eats ten valium to ensure sleeping through the 
flight. He woke up in his hotel room the next day with zero fucking clue of where he was. He called Steven's 


room somehow and asked where he was. Japan dude. Izzy's like get the fuck out! 


And when Axl threw his little prissy ass fits, you've never seen Izzy with a more enduring patience, for 
anyone elses drama he would just bolt. But like | said, you couldn't separate them. | don't know what the fuck 
they do to their kids in Indiana but apparently child abuse is just a way of life. | don't think Izzy was abused, 
but he never seemed to bat an an eyelash at the fact Axl was. Izzy was quick to defend Axl but almost just 
as quick to tell him to go fuck himself. When Izzy left the band Axl cried a week straight into a phone begging 
him to come back. But when Izzy makes up his mind on something..well etch the shit in stone and set it in 
concrete.its just done and decided and fuck whoever it hurts. But when Izzy left..man no cord was right, no 
lyrics good enough. Gilby wrote a few songs that turned out to be top 40 hits. Axl told him they were shit. 
Shows what Axl knows. And since Izzy left Axl has written zero songs. Izzy has written over a hundred. But 
Izzy has to be the only rock star who just does it for a hobby now. No record companies, no videos, no 
touring, no interviews..fuck, not even CDs with the wonderful world of mp3 downloads and music sharing. He 
probably saw no profit because there was no flashy advertising or publicists. Just a handful of diehard fans 
who kept up to speed. 


It was always Axls argument that Izzy would be nothing without him. Izzy always insisted the opposite, that 
Axl wasn't shit without him. This has to be the only argument in history in which both parties turn out to be 
right. Izzy actually did a lot more than Axl wants anyone to think. And Izzy basically just doesn't care about 
what anyone thinks. So when pig headed meets stubborn meets Indiana, you get Axl Rose and Izzy Stradlin. 
Maybe Izzy finally killed the fucker. 


l'm truly ambivalent to it either way. See after Izzy left something else happened. Me and Axl fucked. It was 
just once and afterwards, when Axl drifted off | got up to leave. He reached an arm across the bed and 
mumbled, Izz don't go. Sounded simple enough, but the more | thought about it, the more | wondered if..you 
know, they had fucked too? It would have explained a lot. Plus Axl expected everyone to compare to Izzy, and 
that's just not us. | think like a lead guitarist and Duff thinks like a Bassist.it's was Izzy's job to think in 
rhythm guitar. But no one was ever good enough to fill his shoes in Axls eyes. | knew the last place | wanted 
to be was in Axls class or forced into Izzy's fucking shoes. So | ran like hell and left Duff with the fallout, 
freshly sober at that. 


Anyway, Axl's dead and maybe he deserved it. I'm just happy to no longer have a mortal enemy. | think the 
world will still turn without him. And, with him gone there's this legal red tape a mile long | won't bore you 


with, but lets just say, the original GNR members all just got about 20 million dollars richer from his death. 
So his death wasn't at all in vain for me. Adios Axl! 


When You Die | Hope We're Still Friends so We can Walk 
Through Walls and Scare the Shit Out of People 


When You Die | Hope We're Still Friends so We can Walk Through Walls and Scare the Shit Out of People 
Axl Rose 


And there you have it, my loyalty challenged ex business partners..and Izzy. Told you not many would be 
sheding tears for Axl the Ayatollah , the dictator, or whatever other colorful names they call me behind my 
back. Point being, most regard me as a first class Asshole. Izzy too probably, but he accepted the simple fact 


that even assholes need friends. 


So, wanna know what happens when you die? | always thought Nikki Sixx's book where he apparently was a very 
diary happy junkie was total bullshit. Especially him dying. Trust me, Slash and Steven freaked out at least once 
a week thinking [zzy was fucking overdosing. I'm sure Nikki made Izzy look sober. So | thought it was lies, 
bullshit, fiction. basically whatever he wanted it to fucking be. Turns out that fucker actually did see himself 


from above himself. 


That's how it starts, you float up and out. You see everything going on but you can't get their attention for 
shit. Then you realize the dead guy under a sheet is you. A voice, like a thought more than anything, asks you 
if You're ready to go now, or stick around a while longer? | of course, being a curious kind of guy, say fuck it, 


might as well see my own funeral, right? So here | stayed. 


| watched Izzy completely lose it and that's just not something Izzy ever does, not out of grief or love or 
anything that didn't used to be heavily induced by drugs or alcohol. It's a shame really that in my living life | 
never really got to see what | actually meant to the guy. If | would have known that the day | died Izzy would 
sit in my blood and hold my hand trying to warm it up to at least feel alive for five more seconds so he could 
say to me, "I love you", maybe things between us would have been.different. But, when you're dead and you 
know it, touching heart to heart moments are really nice to fucking hear. Plus people say shit that they would 
never ever admit to while you were still breathing. So hearing Izzy tell me, finally, that he loved me..makes for 


a pretty happy ghost ladies and gentlemen. 


Now death is like having the ability to travel like Jeannie from | Dream of Jeannie or Samantha on Bewitched. 
Its literally a snap, nose wiggle, or crossed arms and a blink away. It's like time travel simply by thought. So | 
guess my thoughts get broken off to Duff. Next thing | know I'm sitting in the front seat of his car listening 
to Nikki Sixx of all people, announcing on the radio I'm dead. Talk about a trippy ride man. Weird to hear your 
obituary. | guess | got more of the fucking heroin diaries than | care to admit. Duff is shocked at the news. He 


calls Izzy but doesn't reach him until almost morning. 


Enter Steven, Izzy had called him but he was too fucked up to grasp the nature of the conversation Duff 


clued him in the next morning. Steven cried, but at the mention if money the tears dried real damn quick. Go 


fucking figure. l'm sure he's squandered most of his fortune away on dope. A chunk of change probably 
softens the blow of my death nicely. 


And then I'm suddenly at Izzy's house in the fucking avacodo plantations of California. Elena and Bell Bell are still 
sound asleep. Izzy's in his mirror staring at his reflection He's covered in my blood and just staring at it in 
shock..disbelief maybe. | wish there was something | could do to make this easier for him. | really always 
thought he would be more blasé about my departure to the here after. lim still quite touched at seeing Izzy 


so fucking.. sentimental. 


"| don't know how to tell Megan Axe," he whispers as a tear falls. He cuts on the water and grabs the soap. He 
scrubs and scrubs and for every drop of blood he washes away, a new one is discovered. After twenty 
minutes he just sinks to the floor and stops trying at all. He pulls at his hair and rocks trying so hard to stay 


quiet so he doesn't wake Elena. 


He knows that my death means a whole lot more than just having to break to news to Megan It was on paper 
that Izzy was her Godfather. If anything happened to me, well Izzy stepped up to the plate. The same went for 
Bell Bell if right now | was the one burying him. You know, not many would ever in a thousand years think it, 
but Izzy's a pretty fucking good dad. He would tell Megan things as she needed to know or would understand. 
Fuck, Izzy's seen my daughter more times than | have. | was just too followed by paparazzi. Izzy always 
managed to fucking deflect the cameras and crazy ass fans.do not ask me how. Izzy is very close to Megan 
She thinks he's her real uncle. She doesn't even know who Guns N Roses are and I'm so very happy for that. | 
knew | could count on Izzy to be there, to do he right thing. 


Ah but Bell Bell, god how | would miss watching her grow. Its really funny that she sorta turned out to look 
like me. What's even more funny is that Izzy secretly gave her a middle name in his mind that wasn't printed 
on any birth certificate. Rose. Isabell Rose Isbell. On her birth certificate it just has the letter R. Why couldn't 
| know these things when | was still alive?!?! It makes me just want to grab the idiot and kiss him. God we were 


such dumb shits! 
"What the fuck do | tell her?" He mumbles again from behind his rocking? 


Good question Iz, I'm curious about what you'll say too. | have a pretty good feeling you will say nothing bad. 
But frankly man you need to get a fucking grip. You're kinda freaking the fuck out. | don't think you're in any 

shape to really deal with this today. Guess you gotta, but maybe take Duff. Duff's good at wording shit with 

his college degrees and shit. He doesn't hate me so..that's a plus. Seriously Izzy, get off your ass, get out of 

the bloody clothes, and get in the fucking shower. 


Ospicious 
Ospicious 
Detective Skeet DesChamp 


Six months before retirement I'm sitting at a desk, hating every minute and counting down the days. | spent 
ten years on the force in LAPD. Six for Orange county. And finally got Malibu in my twilight. | already had one 
foot out the door. But thst damn case of Axl Rose got dropped on my desk. It wasn't even meant for me. | was 
assured easy nonviolent offences for the rest of my career. | wasn't supposed To end up with a murder case. 


Still, | ended up the lead Detective in the investigation. 


| had no clue who the hell Axl Rose was but they tell me he's some reclusive rock star. Its Malibu, almost 
everyone is someone rich, so to me, he's just a case file. | just had no clue how deeply | would end up buried in 


this case, this final case. The one | just couldn't let go of, forget, or ever pretend didn't happen. 


| was no rookie to murder scenes. | was seeing brains with my morning coffee and smelling rotting flesh with 
my dinner. | was somewhat desensitized to this sort of thing. It was honestly no different than combing your 
hair or putting on your shoes. Sure at first you freak out at death in general. But after you've walked around 
it enough, touched it enough, smelled it enough, it just gets normal. It's normal to pull dead babies out of 
dumpsters. Its normal to bring down the body of some guy whose hung himself. Its normal to find at least 
one raped and murdered teenage female a week It's normal to look at blood splatters like ink blots on paper. It's 


normal to bag bloody evidence of the most grotesque sort. 


Trust me when | say that this crime scene was pretty bloody. Stabbings usually are. You have the victim 
usually fighting, struggling, or running away and just leaving blood everywhere. Then you have the perpetrator 
usually managing to get some cuts as well and might drop just one drop of blood in a crime scene full of it. | 
have to find that drop. Or one hair, fingerprint, semen, or saliva. It's my job to find the states evidence. You 
can't do that without just getting into it. 


So | arrive on the scene at about forty five minutes after the MI call was placed. It was a frantic guy who 
said he went to his friends house after he didn't show up for a meeting they had planned. He said there was a 
knife and that the victim was quite dead. Other emergency vehicles are on sight as | arrive. Other officers 
have secured the crime scene and roped everything off. Our ‘il caller is sitting on the front step with a look 
l'm all too familiar with, shock. He has no color to his lips whatsoever. He's bathed in blood. He's shaking. And 
there's just this distant blank look seated in his eyes. This is the type of person who has seen death, but not 
death like this. | introduce myself but of course his responses are purely reflexive. Witnesses always take a 
special sort of finesse. You have to sort of size them up at a glance to figure out which approach to take. 
There's the innocent witness, you know there's no chance in hell did it, that you have to make feel safe. They 
have to know you're there to help. You have to sort of bring them down from the shock enough to answer 
your questions. Then there's the witness with the shifty eyes and they just act guilty, to which you take the 
bad cop approach. And then there's those that straddle the fence and you simply can't tell, the guilty until 


proven innocent. These witnesses/possible perpetrators tend to take a more professional approach. Make no 
mistake about it, they're smart. | have to be smarter and find that one tiny shred of DNA that proves they 
did it. The proverbial needle in the haystack. 

The officer posted at the perimeter shakes my hand. "Sir when we arrived at the scene the caller was found 
with the body. He was holding him up sort of and just bloody from head to toe. He was crying and obviously in 
shock. We got him away from the victim but we don't know how the victim was originally found. The caller had 
drug him it appeared, but it might have been the victim's death crawl." 

| nod. "Does our caller have a name yet?" | ask as | pull out my notepad and pen. 

"Jeffery Isbell. Lives in the southern outskirts. Upper class neighborhood. Says he's known the victim 30 years. 
They were both in a band together..a Guns N Roses. Both from the same hometown. A.. Lafayette, Indiana," he 
says reading it off his note pad." He's better known as his stage name.. Izzy Stradlin” 

| smirk slightly as | write, "Is he straddling..thats cute." 

"Oh yeah, | didn't get that connection," he laughs back 

"Well, that's why I'm here," | say and step up to the steps to my shocked witness. "Mr. Isbell?" But | get no 
response. Stage name, he's probably used to that name. "Izzy?" His eyes float up to mine and he nods. "You 
called 4Il?" And again he nods. "Can you identify the victim sir?" 

"Axl," he whispers. 

"And you were close?" 

He nods and looks down. | take in his clothes and imagine them before the blood. He's very well dressed, long 
sleeves, button down No visible tattoos or jewelry, unlike most musicians. Whispy hair, fairly short, color 
brown Overall, pretty average. 

"Who are you?" He asks me and looks at me as he addresses me. 


"Im the guy in charge here. Detective Skeet DesChamp." 


"You probably want gloves on before | shake your hand," he says looking at the blood on his shaking hands. 


Tears start forming in his eyes. 
"How did you get so much on you sir?" | ask him. 


"|. don't know. | was in it," he shrugs. "I wasn't really.. thinking about it at the time." His thoughts seem distant, 
but thats to be expected. 


"Did you move the body?" | ask as | write his previous answer down 

He nods. 

"Can you tell me how he was when you found him?" 

"On his stomach." He swallows hard and he looks down again. 

‘Can you tell me what direction he was looking?" | ask still writing things down, 


He closes his eyes for a second, as if he was reimagining it. "To his left." his answer comes out but really 
seems more like a question. 


"And you..rolled him over? Picked him up? Maybe pulled or drug him?" 


A tear rolled down his cheek. "I tried to..to just wake him up you know? | did all of that..yeah," he nods and 


wipes the tear away. "I'm sorry. wasn't thinking about the scene of the crime being changed...” 
"IFs ok, it happens more times than not. Uh, how did you get into the house?" 


"Spare key, l.l knew where it was. He didn't answer so..." his eyes frantically search for something to focus on 
but he can't choose an object. 


"There's an officer here who can drive you home if you need," i nod with a tender smile and extend my card 


out to him. He nods and takes it. | move on to the crime scene. I'll review his statement tomorrow morning. For 


now | have to get to work on the crime scene. | pull out a pair of gloves from my pocket and slide my hands 


into them. The latex snaps into place around my fingers and | proceed inward to the scene. 


| step into the house and glance at the door frame for the slightest signs of a forced entry. But there seems 


to be none suggesting that the perpetrator knew the victim and was granted uncontested entry into the home. 


Most victims do know their killers. This appears a clear enough case of such said scenario. | walk into the living 


room. The walls are white. The sofa is white. There is a Polar bear carpet in front of the fireplace. | can smell 


the metal and vitamin K in the coagulated piles of red and yellow jellylike blood. My eyes scan the coffee table. 


| notice an ashtray with several butts in it. All the same brand, most likely the victim's. Still just to be sure I'l 


have them all bagged and tagged. 

"What's our murder weapon?" | ask one of the forensics team. 

"Six inch kitchen knife, seraded edge." 

"Does it match the victim's kitchen cutlery assortment?" | ask writing down the information. 


"Yes sir, there's an empty hole in the knife holder. It's the only one in the set missing.” 


"Prints?" | ask still writing. 

"Yog" 

| look to the coroner, "Whats my official time of death?" 
"Around noon." 


| glance at the wall behind my victim. There's blood splatters. Several indeed, even on the ceiling. They're from 
the act of the actual stabbing. Theirs hand smears, it could be the victim or the the perpetrator. The 
evidence will have to be collected first before a distinction can be made. There's evident dragging marks along 
the floor. | follow the trail of blood down a hall and into a bedroom where it looks like the first stab was made. 
The blood starts on the bed, not much, suggesting the wound hit a fatty area or didn't rupture deeply. This 
could be a first sign of remorse, an unseasoned killer taking his first step, or the victim obviously taking the 
perpetrator by surprise. The bed will have to be very carefully checked for hair, fiber, semen, and saliva. | 
walk back into the hallway to where | notice that the true bloodshed started. There are four sprays across 
the wall. The victim apparently was stabbed four times right here in the hallway. Then several more times in 
the living room. From the left of the room and across to the right. The largest puddle of blood is just at the 


point in which the foryer and living room met. This was where the victim apparently bled out. 


Apparently our MI caller has moved the victim about seven feet from his original location. He is on his back 
now. As reported the side of his face is covered in blood suggesting that he was originally lying on his stomach 
with his head indeed facing the left. Rather unusual that our MI caller could tell me a detail like head turned to 
the left. Most witnesses go into this state of almost amnesia or a sense that it all happened so fast, or they 


simply didn't know. Nor are most witnesses so cordial. 

"Has anybody checked out our callers background?" 

"Few priors, possession and unlawfulness aboard an airline, fucker pissed in a trash can" People start to laugh 
but my expressions are set. | felt a need to know more about our caller, he might just know more than he lets 
on. 


"Does our victim have any known enemies? Any of you fans or whatever here?" 


"The guy was known for being difficult. He had something like twenty priors in Indiana. Three in California. One in 


St. Louis. He wasn't everyone's favorite for sure." 


"| want background on all members of that band. Let's just see what we can turn up the closest to home on 


this one. Cases like this are usually a grudge of some sort." 


"Yes sir." 


| stoop down next to the victim. His eyes are still open. His hair is a medium length. He has large tattoos on his 
arms. | can't see all the stab wounds for the blood. I'll have to go down to the morgue when the medical 


inspector does the autopsy. | pick up his right hand look it over carefully. 
"Did we get anything from his hands?" 
"No sir, nothing." 


Hummmm, maybe the perp caught the victim while he was asleep? He brings the knife up over his head, looks 
down at the victim and.hesitates. He second guesses himself. Maybe the victim woke up at that point, sees the 
perp with the knife, and grabs his hands. That would lessen the first stabs impact and explain the minimal 
blood loss. Then perhaps they fought for the knife. | examine the victim's face closely for bruising, or other 
evidence of a scuffle. The Side that isn't bloody looks fine. | really can't at all get a proper examination of the 
victim until the blood is cleaned off. 


But then there's the matter of how the perp managed to get inside with no forced entry. | guess if our ‘Il 
caller knew about a spare key, perhaps our perp did as well. | still can't rule out our caller. For now | have to 
consider him a suspect until | can rule him out. Tomorrow | will start with interviewing people who knew the 


victim. There's really nothing more | can do today. Besides, my wife is making meatloaf. 


Oh Canada 


Oh Canada 
lzzy Stradlin 


l'm on a plane to Montreal after telling Elena about Axl and about Megan. I've got a wonderful wife. she never 
asks me questions. Honestly, she deserves better. | hate myself for all the times | came home and lay in bed 
next to her with the taste of Axl still on my lips. | do love her, but Axl..well | guess that doesn't matter now. 


It couldn't happen again or anything, Axl was gone. | can't believe he left me all alone. 


Now | have to tell his litle girl he's dead. The thought brings tears to my eyes. How do you tell a [3year old 
something like that? How do you tell her that her father she barely knows is someone famous and now dead 
and never going to see her again? Why did it have to be me? Jesus.it's just not fair. I'm going to overload her 
with too much information, | just know it. She has a short fuse just like Axl. She may get mad and refuse to 


hear me. 


l'm so tired. | haven't been to sleep at all. | just can't get his face out of my head. That lifeless stare would 
forever be burned into my memory. | didn't want this as my last memory of him. It wasn't supposed to be like 
this. | thought yesterday would play out any other way than it had. | imagined Axl and | would have succumb 
to our demons for one another. Maybe | would have worked up the balls to tell him | loved him. Probably not, | 
had 30 years to do that and never did it. Now | never will have the chance. My heart aches deep in my chest. 
How do | get through this? 


| feel a pressure on top of my hand. It almost feels like a comforting hand on top of mine. | close my eyes and 
tears drop from my lashes as | do. | selfishly take in the feeling and imagine Axl sitting next to me holding my 


hand. "| miss you so much,"! whisper as more tears seep out of my shut eyes. 


And then | feel my hair move slightly. | quickly open my eyes. | swear to god it felt like someone sweeping a 
hand over it. | must be losing my mind. Man talk about the power of persuasive thinking. l'm just just tired. lve 
gone through something traumatizing. | probably have post traumatic stress disorder. lve never been the most 
sane person anyway. Even sober | was plagued with anxiety and depression. | flirted with antidepressants but 
being abnormally happy felt like such a lie. | wasn't happy because | wasn't with him. That's where | had wanted 


to be, for as long as | can remember. 


But we just never ended up that way..Axl was always too paranoid | guess. Or perhaps he was as confused as | 
was. After Axl and Stephanie broke up | was already married to Anika and we spent a lot of time out of the 
country. She was from Sweden so we got a house there for a while and still had my place in Indiana. We 
bounced back and forth a while. Them we lived down in Baja a while. | didn't see Axl for many years. After six 
and no word | decided to give him a call. | was fucking him that very night. 


| should have told him then. | should have left Anika and made Axl mine. My marriage was already on the 


rocks. | married Anika when | was in the biggest band out there. My fame was peaked. | had millions of dollars. 
But it never goes as far as you think it will. | was close to fucking bankruptcy. Anika pretty much started to 
see me as some sort of loser has-been It was pretty bad actually. My sobriety was definitely on the line. Had 
it not have been for Axl | probably would have started drinking again. | let myself get wrapped up in him again 
and it fucking saved me. And | loved him for that. 


In my heart | want to think Axl felt just the same as | did. | want to believe he loved me. That he too just 
didn't know how to say it. | want to think his kisses weren't empty, that they meant something. | want to think 
that the sex wasn't just that, that it was because he couldn't resist the smell, taste, and feel of me. God 
knows | never felt as alive as | did with him. Did he feel that way too? 


| look out the window of the plane and see the city coming into view. This is it, no turning back now Izzy. Today 
was going to be even harder than yesterday was. God | don't want to do this. | don't know how | can look her in 
the eye when they look so much like Axl's. Its going to be like looking at him. Its going to hurt so fucking much. 
| m not prepared. | m not ready. | didn't even know what to say. I'm really scared. | know | have to do this. | 
couldn't just do it over the phone. 


Megan's mom was named Sera Adams. She was just some groupie Axl had a fling with. She lived off the child 
support from Axl. She was probably going to spend all the cash Axl was leaving Megan before she even turns 
IB. Im sure she's probably going to go public about Megan's identity now. Axl gave her cash as she asked for it. 
Guess you could say he had paid to keep her silent. 

Getting off the plane and getting my bag, customs, it's all just a blur. All | can think of is what to say. | get in 
a taxi and give them Sera and Megan's address. It seems like two seconds before he is pulling up to the curb. 


My stomach is tied in knots. I'm seeing spots from lack of sleep. | have a headache from lack of food and an 


overlap of jetlag. | feel like shit. | don't want to do this. 

| get out of the cab and go up to the door. It opens as | raise my hand to knock Sera springs out and hugs me. 
"Oh Izzy. knew you would come," she says softly as she holds me close. 

| hug her back and restrain my tears. "Did you tell her yet?" | ask 


"I didn't know how.. | also figured you should probably be the one. You knew him so much better than | did," 


she says looking down 

| nod, " She home?" 

Sera nods and invites me inside. My legs feel like led as | see Megan coming into view. Her face fucking lights 
up. She jumps off the couch and runs up to me. Her arms loop around my waist as her head rests on my 


chest. "Uncle Jeff!" 


| kiss the top of her head and squeeze her. "Hey darlin," | whisper into her hair. I'm scared to see her eyes. 


"I didn't know you were coming uncle Jeff. Did you bring me a present?" She asks hopefully as she pulls away 
from me. Those green eyes melt a hole in my heart. If | tried hard enough | could see Axl. And that's all it 
takes for my eyes to fill with tears and | can't fucking contain them. 


"What's wrong uncle Jeff?" Those green eyes ask me. | just take her by the hand and lead her to the couch. | 
sit next to her with a sigh. 


"Baby, I've got some real bad news..there's things | have to tell you." | start. 
"What?" She shrugs looking at me intently. 
"Sweetheart, your dad's dead," the words come from my lips and it seems more real than ever. 


Her mouth opens and she doesn't know what to say. "What happened?" She asks bravely and | can see her 
green eyes filling with tears. 


"Someone killed him," | explain and get flashbacks of last night. | try to shake them off so | can continue. "But 


there's more Megan" 
"What?" She asks as she wipes the tears from her eyes bravely. So Axl. 


"Um..sweety you don't know about your dad, about who he was." She just looks at me waiting on an explanation. 


"He.. he's um a celebrity. A..a rock star, and so am | honey." 

"Uncle Jeff..no.." she stammers. 

"I can prove it real easy," | say and pull out my phone. | hand it to her. "Wikipedia your dad darlin" 

She reaches for my phone and starts pressing buttons. Her jaw drops a bit when she sees the picture of Axl 
on the page header. She reads a little. "You're serious." she quickly goes to Google and searches more. She gets 
a quick GNR crash course. "Oh my god.is this you uncle Jeff?" She points me out in a picture. | nod. "That's 
how you know dad?" 

"Yes," | nod, "I'm Izzy Stradlin. Your dad and | grew up together, that is true. We were in a very very huge 
band together. Your dad left a will honey..in it it says that if anything ever happened to him that | would look 
out for you. l'm your Godfather. And there's a very large amount of cash that you will inherit” 


"How much?" She sniffles and wipes more tears. 


‘Millions..probably something like 50 million.he left a third to you. A third to your Aunt Amy, and a third to 


your uncle Stu." 


"So... you're not my uncle?" 


"Not by blood honey, no. But | love you very much and | will be here anytime you need me. | can help you with 
anything.” 


"Are you rich too?" 

| nod, "But you will be richer." 

"Izzy, when is the funeral?" Sera asks. 

"Day after tomorrow..in Malibu. Megan, do you want to go to it? | mean. Its gonna be crazy. There's gonna be 
cameras, there will be fans held back by cops. There will be hundreds of famous people. And they're going to 
see you and..your dad wanted you to have a normal life. He didn't want the world to stalk you. He didn't want 
you to live in his shadow. It was really important to him. | mean.. | have no intention of telling Bell Bell who | 
am..ever. | know one day she will figure it out, but | want to keep her out of the spotlight as long as | can. The 
world doesn't know about her or Elena. Fame sucks sweety and it's not worth it." 


"Are you saying | can't ever tell anyone who my dad really is?" 


"No..the choice is yours. I'm just telling you what your dad wanted." | look at her staring at the floor. She's so 


brave and im so proud of her. Axl would be too. 


| Should Have Went Into The Light 


| Should Have Went Into The Light 
Axl Rose 


It hurts so much to watch Megan cry for me. | wanted to hold her so bad. | wanted her to know | was still 
with her and | would stay by her forevermore. | wish like hell | could have spent more time with her. | wish | 
was the one to tell her everything about me and not Izzy. | just want to hold her in my arms. | wish | could 
hold her and sing to her like | did when she was a baby. | wish she could have done to Malibu to live with me. | 


have so many regrets. 


This is so hard on Izzy. He looks like hell. His eyes are sunken in and there are black rings around them that | 
haven't seen since he was a drug addict. I'm very worried about him. | loved him so much and | regret that | 
never told him that. | never loved anyone the way | had him. On the plane he sat and cried. | placed my hand 
over his and watched it sink right into his skin. | couldn't feel him, not his warmth, nothing at all. But | think he 
felt me there. He looked at his hand when | touched it. He whispered that he missed me. Did he know | was 
there? Was that possible or did | just want it to be? 


Megan was turning into a beautiful young lady. | hadn't seen her in almost a year. She's really changed a lot in 
that time. She was taller. Her body was getting curves and | know some boy is going to want to grope her 
soon | regret | won't be there to castrate him. | wonder if Izzy would be kind enough to do it for me? | 
honestly wanted Megan to go live with Izzy and Elena and Bell Bell. | knew he would raise her right. And | really 
wanted him to be power of attorney on the money I'm leaving her. Sera would just blow it on cars and houses 
and clothes and shit. In thirteen years I've probably given her over IO million Neither of them have had to 
want for anything. 


| don't want Megan to have to see the spectical my funeral would be. She's not prepared for it. | know fucking 
reporters will trace everyone there. They won't find anything and they'll question that. Plus she looks enough 
like me that they will probably get to the connection. They'll see her hugging Amy and Stu. They'll see her 
crying and probably clinging to Izzy. | guess my funeral would be putting Bell Bell in a spotlight too. But Izzy's 
great at avoiding questions and keeping Elena and Bell Bell a secret. He will come up with something, he always 


does. 


| bet that bastard Slash comes to my funeral just to flip me off and to piss on my grave once everyone 
leaves. | didn't want him there. | could deal with Steven, as long as he's aware of what planet he's on. l'm sorta 
looking forward to seeing Duff and his family. He's has two little girls too. In fact, Slash is the only one in the 
band who doesn't have a daughter. | guess it's karma coming back on us for all the women we disgraced, lied 
to, stole from, hurt, cheated on, fucked or toyed with. Payback for being womanizing whores | guess. God's 
little way of getting back at us. Now we are raising girls who would one day be women. Women with Tits and 
ass and daddy's money. | hope they all grow up to be lesbians. It would be so much less to worry about. They 


couldn't get knocked up. If another girl hits them its not as much of an anger factor as some guy would be. 


But we couldn't be so lucky. | know Izzy has guns, guess Duff and Steven should invest in some. 


I's so hard to watch everyone | love mourn for me. I'm right here and they can't see me. | can't comfort 
them like | want to. It's so hard to watch it all. | should have went into the light. | shouldn't have stayed here. 
How long do | get to stay? When | leave is that it? Will | still be able to check up on them all from time to 


time? Will | even remember them all when | leave? | wanted to be able to. 


Izzy walks outside onto the porch. | get up and follow. | go right through the wall like it's not even there. But 
its me who's not here. Izzy is gripping the porch column crying his eyes out. He clings to the column and 
inevitability slides down it. He starts to rock as he pulls his knees to his chest. He buries his face in his knees. | 


can see the vibrations in his back as he breaks down. 


| sit down next to him. | wish | could hug him. | wish he didn't have all this pain and regret hanging over him. | 
wish he could soon find closure. | run my hand down his arm and my fingers sink into his skin "H's gonna be ok 


Izz," | say. 


Izzy draws in his breath suddenly. His head snaps up and he looks in my direction. Did he feel that? Did he hear 
me? He wipes his eyes. He shakes his head and gives out a broken chuckle. "Pull it together Isbell," he says to 
himself. He then gets up and goes back inside. 


| sit there on the porch and decide to try to test my theory again | sit next to Megan. | put my arms around 
her and tell her | love her, but nothing. | look back to Izzy. He's staring blankly and fighting off tears as he 
chews his fingernails. | go back over to him. | stand in front of him. | reach out and make movements to slap 
his leg. | do and | can see his leg move when | do. Izzy's posture stiffens. His eyes look down at his leg in 
confusion. He shifts his weight in another direction and stares blankly in another direction. His leg moved when | 
slapped it! He felt it! He acknowledged it! | know he felt me! He felt me on the plane, on the porch, and just now! 


| move around behind him. | bend over with my mouth close to his ear. "Izzy!!!" | shout. Izzy jumps ten feet and 
quickly looks behind him. Oh shit, he can fucking hear me! He heard Me! | know he heard mel! And he had This 
is great! But I'm freaking him the fuck out. 


"Izzy are you ok?" Sera asks raising an eyebrow. 


"Um..yeah, | just.its just.lm really tired," He nods but still looks on edge. I'll back off. | won't overload him, 


especially not around Megan and Sera. | wait until we're alone again. 


Unexpected Visits 


Unexpected Visits 
Duff McKagan 


| touched down at LAX around noon | came in a day early for the funeral to check up on Izzy. When | got 
there his wife told me that he had to go to Montreal yesterday but his flight would be in in about three more 
hours. So | politely asked her if she would mind if | waited there for him. She gladly said yes and started in on 
cooking for tonight. However, dinner at the Isbell house is strictly vegetarian. Nothing ever looks like anything 
you recognize, but it doesn't taste bad. 


Bell Bell comes running into the kitchen after she wakes up from her nap. "Duff" She squeals and runs over to 
me. "Hello there Bell Bell," | smile as she climbs into my lap. Elena smiles and continues cutting up some part if 


the mystery vegetarian cuisine. "Elena.how is he doing?" | ask. 


Elena stops cutting and glances at me. "He's..still in shock. | begged him not to go to Montreal alone but he said 
he had to." 


"Well.why did he go to Montreal?" | ask her. 

She looks back down, "I don't suppose there's any reason for me not to tell you now." 

"Tell me what?" | curiously ask. 

"Axl has a |3 year old daughter named Megan. Izzy went there to tell her. Axl made him her Godfather." 


"Axl has a daughter?" | ask incredulously. She just nods. "Wow! A daughter! That's.. unexpected. How on earth 
has he kept her a secret that long?" 


"Mainly by using Izzy as a go between Izzy's seen that child every four months, like clockwork for the last 
seven years. Our own wedding was postponed because Megan had to have her appendix removed. She's always 


been like a daughter to him." 


| must say, l'm simply shocked. | had no clue. Izzy's never uttered one word. Wow, not only did he find Axl dead, 
he had to break the news to his daughter too. Man, poor fucking Izzy. | don't even know Axls daughter and | 
wouldn't want to have to be the one to Tell her. Izzy couldn't have slept last night, so I'll assume he went to 


Montreal without sleep. | also have this sneaking suspicion that he won't be hungry when he gets home. 


Four hours later Izzy's car could be heard pulling up the driveway. "Daddy's homell" Bell Bell shouts and races 
to the door to wait for him to open it. | smile as | watch her. The front door opens. | see a girl with 


Strawberry blonde hair. She's looks like a teenager. This has to be Axl's daughter! 


"Hi Bell Bell," the young girl kneels down in front of her and hugs her. 
"Megan," Elena says in surprise, "I didn't know you were coming.” 


Izzy shuts the door and sighs as he turns to Elena, "She insisted on going to the funeral" Then his eyes fall on 


me at his house. "Duff, what are you doing here?" 
"I flew in a day early because | was worried about you," | tell him. 


He glances over to Megan, "Duff, I'd like you to meet Megan. She's Axl's daughter." 


| walk over and smile. | extend my hand out to her, "I'm Duff, | used to know you dad. It's so nice to meet you: 
She nods and shakes my hand, "| recognize you from the pictures." 


"Come in and sit down Megan, supper will be ready very soon," Elena says motioning to the table. Megan goes 


into the dining room. 


Izzy hoists Bell Bell into his arms. His eyes close as he holds her. "I missed you daddy," she buries her face in 
his neck as her little arms wrap around his neck. | watch tears start rolling down his face. | don't really know 

what to do. | take a step forward and reach for Bell Bell. "Come on sweety, lets get you cleaned up for dinner." 
Izzy hands her over to me and quickly wipes the tears away. 


lm gonna go shower," he says softly and slowly walks away. 
| look at Elena who is keeping a pretty cautious eye on Izzy. "He looked so tired," | say to her. 
"| know," she agrees. 


About half an hour later Izzy returns with wet hair and sits at the table. He's doing his best to try to act 
normal but | can see him coming apart at the seams. He was taking Axl's death so much harder han the rest 
of us. But | guess Izzy truly would miss him more than all of us. He did after all know him so much better. 
Still, at the same time, he's talking it so much harder than | expected because he has the added baggage of 
finding the body. 


Izzy just stares at his food while Elena tries to lighten the air with small talk. Megan nibbles at her food but 
doesn't say much. Now that I'm closer to her | can see her features that resembled Axl. She had his eyes for 


sure. She was a beautiful young girl. | wish | was getting to meet her under different circumstances. 


Better Than A Six Pack And A Movie 


Better Than A Six Pack And A Movie 
Slash 

All of rocks royalty has crammed into the cemetery where they're burying Axl. I'm pretty sure most of them 
feel about him the same way | do. But, everybody loves a good show and a photo-op. Izzy is standing next to 
Beta and holding his little girl There's another girl wrapped around his waist and | have no clue who she is. His 
hand rests on her back so he obviously knows who she is. 

"A top hat to a funeral? That's almost celebratory," A voice behind me says. 

| spin around to see Nikki. "Wow, they'll let anybody in this thing won't they?" | smirk and hug him 

"Well, seems Axl didn't quite get around to reviewing the guest list," he rolls his eyes. 

| try to stifle a giggle. "Somebody's getting fired for that | bet" 

"Hey guys," Duff says walking up with Susan 

Nikki hugs him first, then | do. " Who's that kid with Izzy?" | ask motioning to her with my head 

Duff looks down with a sigh, "That's Axl's kid" 

"Shut the fuck up!" | almost shout 

He just nods. "Izzy went and picked her up. Only a handful of people knew all these years” 

"Seems like Stradlin knows the kid pretty well," Nikki comments. 

"Yeah, even better than Axl did from what Elena tells me," Duff informs him. 


"You sure she ain't Izzy's?" | ask, "They did always like to share and share alike." 


Nikki and | laugh quietly to ourselves as Duff takes a moment to think about that. "So has anyone heard from 
Stevie today?" He asks me. "He looked pretty bad when | went to tell him the news." 


"l'm sure he will be along..that is if he even remembers Axl's dead," | shrug. 


"So where's the second string?" Duff questions looking around the crowd. He means Axl's replacement band. 


"Well, | was in the process of stealing Ashba anyway," Nikki smiles, "he's in a studio right now working on some 


material for my project Sixx AM. I'm releasing a soundtrack to sort of go with the book" 
"That's a really great idea," Duff nods. 


"| just figured, what could be better promotion for an unheard of band than a New York Times bestseller?" He 


nonchalantly shrugs as he looks at his watch. "So, your singer is late again” 


This earns a good giggle from all of us. "Even in death that motherfucker can't get his shit together," | shake 
my head. 


"Hey guys," comes the lazy slur of Steven as he approaches us, “did | miss anything?" 

“Still waiting on Axl," Nikki chuckles. 

"You've gotta be shitting me dude," Steven rolls his eyes and pulls a flask out of his front pocket: 
"Oh and guess what," | slap his arm, “that kid next to Izzy is Axl's daughter." 


"Get the fuck out," he says stuffing his flask back into his pocket. "I'll guess by the way she's holding on to 
Izzy that he's the only one of us to know." 


"Come on, does that really fucking surprise you?" | roll my eyes. "How much you wanna bet Izzy hasn't shed 


the first tear.. heartless son of a bitch." 
‘Oh and you have?" Nikki raises an eyebrow at me. 
‘Izzy's really taking it pretty bad," Duff chimes in, "lve never seen him this way before." 


"He's probably just waiting on ink to dry," Steven shrugs, "| hear Axls death is going to be bringing us all some 


cash, so... 


"You're probably right, but since when does Izzy get the same deal as us? Didn't he like forfeit that when he 
quit?" | ask 


"Stevie was fired and it didn't forfeit his," Nikki points out. "Maybe Axl left him his house or some shit." 
"Nah man, he left that shit to Beta," Duff tells him. 
Just then everything is interrupted by the sound of a marching band. Look up and see the Malibu High School 


marching band in full dress. They're marching in front of the fucking hearse. You've got to fucking be kidding 


me. 


"Oh that's cool," Nikki says, "I was expecting Scottish bagpipes by guys in kilts.” 


Naturally he says this right as Stevie is trying to discretely get a tug off his flask. He completely sprays the 
people in front of him. He quickly goes into apologizing as Nikki busts out laughing. The band comes to a full halt 
and a group of guys starts to unload the casket. Hired actors as pallbearers. Guess they couldn't find six 
people he knew who cared enough to do it. Big fucking shock there. | notice that down the side of the casket, 


scrolled in gold, are the words ‘Sorry I'm late’. 
"Now that's cheeky," Nikki says observing the casket. 


So they get the casket on the little elevator thing and we think shits about to start but the most unthinkable 
happens. Izzy, the guy who never brought attention to himself, The guy who lived to play invisible, just starts 
sobbing so hard his wife has to take his kid out of his arms. Izzy clings to Axl's kid. They try to get Izzy 
calmed down but the guy is unconsolable if you can believe that. This is so not like Izzy. Guess Duff was right 
about him taking it hard. They had to have been fucking. Just then a church choir starts singing. Man, this 


funeral is better than a six pack and a fucking movie! 


A Call Downtown 


A Call Downtown 
Skeet DesChamp 


The phone rang and woke me up at 4:00 am. It was the medical examiner at the morgue. The outer autopsy of 
my victim was complete. | had asked to be present so | could examine it for my case. | would be present for 
the rest of the autopsy if | needed to be. So | stop for some really really strong coffee. It's off to the office 
after this. Then to work tracing any leads | might find from the autopsy. 


| get to he morgue and take the back entrance to the place. | push open the double doors in front of me. 


"Evening Detective DesChamp." The medical examiner, Orlando Garrett smiles to me. 
"Morning," | nod and pull on a pair of gloves. 


"There's a total of 44 stabs. Most to the abdominal area. There are a few on the back, most likely from 
crawling away," Orlando notes as | look over the stab wounds. There seems to be no particular pattern, 
therefore our killer was just going for death. There's no strange carving, no stabbing to suggest a message or 


anything. Nothing to tie to any other cases. 
"Ok. Well let's take a look inside to see what our cause of death is," | nod. 


The medical examiner picks up a saw with jagged teeth in the shape of a half circle with two handles coming 
from the top. He forcibly starts to open the chest. It takes several thrusts to get through the sternum and 
down to the pelvic area. He turns and picks up the object which breaks ribcage open. He puts it in place he 

starts to turn the crank and the chest starts to open. The ribs start to crack in an almost musical rhythm. 


"Let's suction away this blood,’ the medical examiner says. He pick up a tube and starts to suction it out. Then 


he pick up a water pick and then suction more until the victim's insides look like a frogs in Science class. 


He finally starts to dig around in the intestines looking for stabs. "They all appear to be straight to the 
stomach. None of the other organs were compromised and the stab wounds in the back are in the shoulders. 


Its highly unlikely that would be fatal. Looks like the victim bled out 
"How long do you think the stabbing itself was?" | ask. 


He looks more closely at the stab wounds to the stomach. "This is interesting. There is actually a significant 
amount of time between some of these. In fact at least two are post mortem. I'm going to say that the killer 
was really in no hurry. This stabbing was done with a kitchen knife, a steak knife, by the time he blade raced 
the stomach it was essentially just leaving a wound that would continue to bleed None would have been fatal if 


the victim got help soon enough. This attack probably took over twenty minutes." 


"So our killer wanted him to suffer," | note. 

"This was definitely torture." 

| nod. "We have any slides?" 

The medical examiner nods. "Tons. It will be at least a week before we have anything for you." 
| nod. "I'm particularly concerned about the mouth. Someone being stabbed sometimes bites." 
"Scratches at the very least," he adds. 


| make my goodbyes and leave. The sun is coming up. | head to the office to review the background cases | 
requested on possible grudges and band mates. Hopefully something has come up there. Our killer took their 
time. They wanted him to suffer, to really feel the pain. Then two stab wound after he was already gone. They 
would have been talking to him most likely. Telling him why they were doing it. Telling him all the reasons he 
deserved it. 


| get to the office and pick up the file on my desk. The first page is about some legal contract. In it it states 
that when my victim died than a large amount of money, like eight digits, would be divided up amongst four 
men. these four were part of the original band. they were called Duff McKagan, lzzy Stradlin, Slash, and Steven 
Adler. | remember that the 4Il callers name was Izzy Stradlin. Very interesting. 


| go on to the files of the other four band mates mentioned in the contract. The first is on someone named 
Slash. He and the victim had a falling out that was apparently very public and quite nasty. He is said to have 
pretty much stated that he hated the guy. Our victim apparently felt the same. He's definitely going to be 
questioned. The file on Duff McKagan is fairly boring. No animosity, he just left the band. However, the two 
haven't spoken since. Our ‘il callers file pretty much confirms what | was told at the scene. They were friends 
since childhood. The only one of the four who still spoke to the victim. The file on Steven Adler makes mention 
of a long heated court battle after being fired from the band. That sounds like a possible grudge if I've ever 


heard one. 


Steven Adler is where I'll start today. Tomorrow is the funeral. I'll go of course, just to observe the actions of 
the ones present. Sometimes killers attend the funerals of their victims. Sometimes they hide just in the 
difference, so they can watch without being present. There would be media and fans at a celebrity funeral 
however. This would be far more difficult to notice odd behavior. Right now l'm really relying on forensic 


information to build my case on. 


Why Doesn't It Work On Them 


Why Doesn't It Work On Them 
Axl Rose 


Its a beautiful day for a funeral. | ride to the cemetery with Izzy. On the way he and Elena try to explain 
death to Bell Bell. They compare it to a cat they had recently lost. All Bell Bell really understands is that she 
will never see uncle Axl again That's what makes her cry for me. That in turn just makes Izzy cry. He has to 
pull over and let Elena drive. Through it all Megan silently peers out the window, lost to herself inside of her 
own thoughts. 


You wouldn't believe the fans outside of the gates. Thousands upon thousands just lined up to watch. There 
were TV crews out the wazoo. There were limos that had brought other celebrities. Leave it to Izzy to drive 
his own SUV. | see my family in a small huddle together up front. Izzy cordially hugs them and then Megan 
Izzy pucks up Bell Bell and introduces her and Elena to my family. They then stand right beside them up front. 
Izzy's eyes settle on the ground and stay there. 


More guests..well | guess | shouldn't really call them guests in a time like this.mourners, yeah, that's it. | see 
Slash arrive. Jackass. He would show up just to make me look bad. Then Nikki fucking Sixx shows up. Hes 
probably just here so he can talk about my funeral on his radio show tonight. | listen to their banter back and 
forth at my expense. It pisses me off and without thinking | swing at Nikki. M hand flies through his face and 
he doesn't so much as bat an eyelash. He can't feel it the way Izzy did. Then | swing at Slash. Again my hand 
goes through him and he's completely unfazed. Why wasn't it working on them? 


Then | see Duff walk up. Slash asks him who Megan is. Both his and Nikki's jaws drop when Duff tells them 
she's my daughter. Naturally this creates more wise cracks. | swing at Slash again but still nothing happens. 
Why did Izzy's leg move when | hit it, but with them it's nothing? Maybe it's because Izzy believes in ghosts 
and these fuckers don't. Nah, that can't be it, Slash probably believes more in ghosts than anyone | know. 
Maybe l'm getting weaker or something, losing my ghostly powers, losing my energy in this world. 


Then up walks Steven with that permanent slur from a stroke. Now he just uses it as an excuse to hide how 
fucking trashed he is. And yeah, he is. He can't even show up without a fucking flask. | never doubted the 
decision to fire his loser, seems my instincts were right. Just to try, so | know | tried, | swing hard at his 


head. But just like with Slash and Nikki, absolutely nothing happens. What the hell is going on? 


So, the way | see it, there's only one way to test my abilities or whatever.. Izzy. | stand right behind him. | let 
my fingers brush through his hair. "Be strong Izzy," | say. He slow turns and looks over his shoulder. Then he 
just breaks down crying. He turned around like he expected to see me. | don't know how, but somehow Izzy 


knows when l'm with him. Somehow he alone can sense me still here. Why Izzy? Why is he different? 


Izzy cries so hard. | didn't expect him to behave like this. Izzy's like a guy in camouflage just blending in most 


of the time. Truth be known, | didn't know Izzy had it in him. He's cried like three times in the 30 years I've 
known him, and none of those tears were for just any reason. But my death, man I've never seen the guy take 
something so hard. "Come on Iz, pull it together for our daughters." And | can visibly see his posture 
straighten as he hugs Megan Slowly the tears slack up. | hope Izzy's able to hold it together for the rest of 


my funeral. 


So some words are said for my soul, not what | personally would have chosen, but | didn't specify in my will, 
maybe | should have thought of that. The flowers across my coffin are beautiful, read and white roses. It's 
more flowers than | have collectively bought for chicks, but then, | never really was the type to send flowers. 
| did to Erin a few times, but it was always to apologize for being an asshole. Izzy never sent her flowers 


when he was, but | guess he didn't really feel obligated to, she was technically my girl. 


| hear laughter coming from Nikki, Slash, and Steven. Those insensitive fuckers. Why did they even bother to 
come if they were so fucking happy I'm dead? And why couldn't | give them the blows they deserved? | really 
don't understand why Izzy is the only one | have this effect on. | seriously doubt he's been a medium all these 
years, hearing and feeling the dead. Maybe it's just that he obviously misses me more than anyone else. Again 
| hear laughter. WAY more than anyone else! 


The First Lead 


The First Lead 

Steven Adler 

The day of Axl's funeral | was awakened at like 9:00am. The only way | ever see 9:00 am is if I'm still up from 
the night before. My doorbell rings like seven times before | even lift my head up. No one | hang out with is 
awake, so who's this asshole at my door? The ringing persists until I'm on my feet and trying to get into a pair 
of pants. | blunder to the front door screaming at whoever it is to shut the fuck up. | jerk open my front door 
to some old guy in a cheap suit. 

"Good morning Mr Adler." He smiles but it's a forced smile, something he knows to do but feels no particular 
reason for it. "My name is Skeet DesChamp, I'm the detective in charge of the murder of Axl Rose, do you 


mind if | ask you some questions?” 


"What..like right now? At 9:00 o'clock in the morning?" | ask rather confused. Be cool Steven, it's just routine, 
right? 


"Well yes, unless there's something the matter." he raises an eyebrow and | can see his eyes darting around 
most suspiciously at everything. Shit, did | leave any dope laying out? | can't invite a cop in with dope laying 
around. Fuck! Why did | answer the fucking door? 

Its not the best day period," | shrug. Just go away man, just go away! 


"Ah yes, the funeral, he smiles, "I really won't keep you long." 


| just shrug and wait for the first question because there's no chance in hell I'm letting him in to find some 


reason to arrest me for possession. 
P 
"Well, aren't you going to invite me in?" He asks. 
"No, here's as good of a place as any," | nervously say. Come on guy, just go away! 


"Yes," he hesitates and sort of looks at me strangely. It's like | can see him already judging me. "So..must be a 


load off your mind now." 
"What's that?" | ask. 
"Well, the death of your ex band mate," he eyeballs me. 


"A load off my mind?" | question 


"Well yes, you spent a great deal of time and money suing Mr Rose from what | understand. Legal work is 


very expensive. It must be a relief to finally recoup those losses.’ 


‘lm sorry?" | ask feeling a little pissed because l'm pretty sure | know what this jackass is getting at. He thinks 
| killed Axl for money. | get his theory, | do, but | didn't kill Axl for money! 


‘| understand you stand to make millions from his death," he continues on with a sly grin like he fucking has 


me or something. "Would certainly be a reason to want him dead." 
"I didn't even know about the contract until Duff told me she was dead," | shake my head. 
"How could you not know?" He then asks. 


‘Its pretty easy actually. Why would Axl tell anyone? Wouldn't that pretty much be begging for it then?" | 


stare him down. 
"So no one even knew?" He presses. | can tell by his tone that he doesn't believe me, and why should he? 


"Well.. Duff probably knew. He went to school just to understand all those contracts and financial reports and 
stuff. Axl would have probably told Izzy..he told Izzy everything," | gladly offer to take the heat off my own 


Oss. 


"| see," he nods, "tell me, did Mr Rose have any other people try to sue him? Anyone else who might have a 


grudge? Anyone with a reason to stab him slowly, 44 times over the course of 20 minutes?" 
"What the fuck are you trying to say man? You fucking think | killed him?" | snap. 


"Sorry to disturb you Mr Adler," he nods his head at me. "Here's my card. If you can think of 


anyone..well. have a good day sir." He turns and leaves from my door. 


| slam the door shut. Holy shit! | hate fucking cops. | should have known how easily my past with Axl would 
develop into some sort of motive for his murder. To my defense, | swear to god | didn't know about the 
contract until Duff told me. I'm pretty sure Slash doesn't know either. But my not knowing won't take the heat 
off me. This detective wouldn't have shown up on my fucking door step if | wasn't somehow a goddamn 


suspect. Fuck! This is just fanfuckingtasticll! 


A chill shoots up my back and my puppet master tugs at my strings and calls my name. I'll need a hit to start 
this day. The funeral is today. | can't get inebriated because it will be far too public. Have to keep my white, 
somewhat. | have to look mournful over Axl. | guess | am to some degree, but fuck, it's been IT years. That's a 
long time. It's really almost as if | never even knew him at all. But a cop on my doorstep is a pretty vivid 


fucking reminder. Now | wish | never had known him. 


So | shoot up and try to take the edge off my nervousness. There's nothing to be nervous about. It's just a 
funeral, right? | m going to go say my farewells to a man that robbed me of a life. Perfectly fucking normal 
day. No reason to let them see me sweat. Axl would be buried and with him all his fucking bullshit. Now maybe 


| can find closure for myself. 


Losing It 
Losing It 
Izzy Stradlin 


| m being haunted. | don't know how the fuck its possible, but Axl is literally fucking haunting me. | can fucking 
feel him touching me and | can hear him talking to me. It's not the same as if he were really alive and doing 
it.its more like a shadow. Or maybe | want it so bad that l'm making this shit up. | mean come on, ghosts 
aren't fucking real, right? I've never heard or felt a ghost before. I've got to be tired. | m stressed out and 
tired, this is all a lot to take in. | found Axl all bloody and murdered, it's not crazy that l'm grasping at any 


straw | can to hang on to him, is it? 


But three times now it's happened First on the plane, then at Sera's house, then at the funeral. What if it's 
real? What if Axl really is trying to communicate with me? What if he stayed behind just for me? | mean, no 
one else has mentioned hearing, seeing, or feeling Axl. What if it's really real? But how do | go about answering 
that? I'm not a fucking Ghostbuster. | don't know how to discredit what im going through for the sake of 


proving myself as a fraud. This is a situation where win or lose, I'm still fucked because nothing could bring 


him back. 


You know, maybe it's real and there's something really important he needs me to know. However, he would 
have probably gotten to the point by now. Somehow | just get the feeling that he's trying to comfort me, if 
it's all real. | will gladly dismiss myself as insane if it could make it stop or make me understand it all. Maybe 
after a good night's sleep | won't be having auditory hallucinations or phantom hands on me. Yeah, l'm just 
tired. l'm just fucking tired. 


Bell Bell asked Elena to sleep with her tonight. Megan retired quietly to my guest room. I'm left up and alone in 
my bedroom. I'm looking through an old Jefferson High yearbook. Axls was so out going back then. And what 
was up with that feathered shit he used to do to his hair? | never will get his odd style, or lack thereof. 

"You were such a late bloomer." 

My body stiffens as | hear his fucking voice. It's like he's right beside me looking at this year book. Holy shit, 
l'm not making this up. | wasn't even thinking about it. The hair on my arms stands on end. | swallow hard and 
stare at his picture. "Why can | hear you?" | whisper. 


"Can you hear me Izzy?" He asks me. 


"Yes," | nod as a tear rolls down my cheek. Then | can feel my tear being brushed to the side. He was touching 


me. "I feel you," | close my eyes. 


"Oh Izz.how is this possible? Can you see me? l'm right beside you." His voice sounds so hopefully eager. 


"N..no," | shake my head, “and | don't know how the fuck its possible..well, unless I've lost my fucking mind..can't 
rule it out. Yeah, this has to be insanity.or maybe l'm asleep?" | try very possible reason of deduction. 


‘Oh you aren't crazy, this shit is for real." He sounds pretty certain about that. 

| raise an eyebrow, "No offense there Axe, but wouldn't my mental delusion tell me it's real so | stay coocoo?" 
"Good point," he agrees, "maybe there's a way to see me." 

"How?" | ask. 


‘Pictures, ghosts are supposed to show up in pictures, right? Maybe a shadow of me, an orb or something? 


Take a picture on your phone," he tells me. 
And at the time it seems perfectly logical to pacify the ghost of Axl by picking up my phone and taking a 
selfie. | do and look at the picture. There's smoke and colored orbs all around me. | blink as | stare at it. "Is 


that your fucking arm?" | ask. 


"I think so, kinda looks like it. There's definitely something going on What about a digital recorder? They pick up 
voices, right?" He quickly asks. 


"Why do we need that? | can hear you. | just can't see you and that's creepy to be talking to someone who's 
not there.unless this is how crazy people kick it in their spare time. In that case, well this is probably normal 


to be talking to your murdered best friend," | nod. 


‘Izzy, you're not crazy," he says so matter of factly. Easy thing for him to be saying. He's not the one 
communing with the dead. 


"But.why are you here? If you're dead why." | ask quizzically. 
"They give you the choice. | wanted to hang around for a while. | m not ready to go yet," he tells me. 
"Can anyone else hear you? | mean have you tried to haunt anyone else?" | ask 

"Oh, | tried to um.make contact.it only works with you," he sighs. 


| have got to be crazy man.no fucking way am | sitting here talking to your ghost. Im certifiable man," | 


shake my head. 
"Would you get a grip 122?" 


"There has to be some reason why you're haunting me." | continue. 


‘Izzy, l'm not haunting you." 

"Well what the fuck do you call it?" | huff. 

"|.don't know," he lightly chuckles, "ok, you got me | guess. Shit, | guess | am. 

"They still let you cuss?" | curiously wonder. 

"Well, nobody is stopping me, so.." 

"Do you like see other ghosts and stuff?" | ask. 

"Well, | haven't yet. Guess if | was going to it would have happened by now.’ 

"Did you go to your own funeral?" 

"Well duh Izz. | mean fuck, if you were a ghost and able to, wouldn't you?" He asks me. 
"Obviously I'm in no position to answer, I'm the one having a conversation with thin air," | reply. 
"Thin air huh?" He asks and | can feel pressure on my balls. 

"Are you grabbing my balls?" | ask looking down 

"No, it's the thin fucking air doing it," | can hear him dryly saying. 

"So..what's your reason then?" | ask. "You know, why haunt me? 


"| don't have one | guess. | was just hanging around and shit, | didn't know you would hear me and feel me.just 


a stroke of luck" 
"This is SO not a stroke of luck man! I'm talking to your fucking ghost!" | freak out a little. 
"Ok! | get the point, stop making such a big deal about it!" He snaps at me. 


"Then go away, go to the light or whatever it is you're supposed to do. You can't just stick around here 
forever. | can't just talk to your ghost like this." 


"You were all too happy for me to stay two days ago. | was there when you were holding my hand and telling 
me you loved me," he tells me. 


"You heard that?" | swallow. 


Fine time for you to have brought it up, but yes, | heard you. Why the hell didn't you tell me while | was 


alive?" He questions me. 

"What difference would it have made?" | shrug and flip a page in the yearbook. 

It would have made all the difference in the world," he whispers. Then | feel his lips on mine. Wow. He's kissing 
me and | can really feel it. It feels so real. | want to touch him, to feel his silky hair in my fingers, but | know | 
can't. | don't seem able to touch him because my eyes tell me nothing's there. "Don't you know | always loved 
you too?" He whispers softly and his finger traces my lips. 

And my tears break free. The dam busts. The river flows. | weep like a five year old. | just can't help it. It 
hurts, yet its a relief, and still, its sad. "Oh Axe," the words barely trickle out for my tears, "I loved you so 
so much." 


"Well aren't we just the perfect Shakespearian tragedy?" 


| lightheartedly chuckle through my tears. | nod, "I wish we would have spent our time together on this earth 
so differently.” 


"Yeah, me too lzz" 


What The Fuck lazy? 


What The Fuck lzzy? 
Slash 


It was probably the day after Axl's funeral that | met the detective in charge of the investigation He cornered 
me in a guitar store. | was just buying some fucking strings. He asked me a ton of questions about the 
contract. I'm fairly sure he was implying that | had Axl killed for the money. Now granted, this is probably an 
idea | would have flirted with, if | knew about the fucking money to begin with. But | didn’t. 


| basically told him to fuck off in the most polite sort of way. He left with this cocky smirk like he knew 
something | didn't. But he doesn't know shit, he's just hoping I'll hang myself. But I'm not that fucking stupid. 
The whole world knows | hated Axl Rose, but that doesn't mean I'll take a murder rap while some killer just 
goes free. | bet Axl is smiling down real big at a cop questioning me about his death. Cock sucker. 


| had questions that needed answers, answers about Axl. Why would he leave behind all of that money to us 
four if he ever died? Axl might have once a decade do something true benevolent, but this was a pretty good 
goddamn stretch for the imagination. Is it possible that he didn't hate me as much as i had imagined? | really 
needed to know how he felt. | guess you already know that there's only one fucking person breathing who ever 


has answers about Axl. Izzy. 


So | drive out to bumfuck nowhere to Izzy's common fucking million dollor house nestled in fucking avacodo 
plantations. You can take the boy off the farm but not the farm out of the boy | guess. Izzy's always been 
fucking flakey and weird. It used to be easy to dismiss it as the drugs, but when he got sober, well, he came 
off even stranger. He wouldn't talk to anyone but Axl. He didn't speak to Duff until the whole pancreas and 
sobriety thing. He didn't speak to me until a pacemaker was shoved in my chest and | was forced into sobriety. 
Izzy was the original goddamn junkie of the band. He got me and Stevie hooked. And if Axl and Duff would have, 
they would have been too. 


And Izzy knows damn well what he got me and Stevie started on, but he never once said he was sorry for 
that. Izzy's got too much pride to admit when he's wrong, much like a certain red head | once knew. You know 
Axl, he'd do something shitty and make up for it by buying you a guitar or some shit. Izzy just withdrew from 
you. Axl knew he needed people and Izzy knew he needed no one. They were so different, yet so very much 
alike. Different enough to keep it interesting, and alike enough to be enduring. 


| get to Izzy's door and ring the bell. Izzy answers looking like he used to after a week long coke binge. His eyes 
are huge. There's dark discoloring and baggage for four under his eyes. His hair just hangs in oily little sprigs 
on his head. His skin is so shiny | can't tell if it's sweat or not. He's always been the skinniest guy in the room, 
but when he drops a pound or two it just shows that much more. He doesn't at all look surprised to see me, 
nor curious why I'm there. His expression is almost as dry as he is and there is no way to know what's going 
on in his head. 


‘Izz.man are you ok?" | ask and take a step back from him for a better look 

"Fantastic," the word mindlessly trickles out. He has never seemed more distant. "Is there something | can do 
for you Slash?" He then asks in this very polite voice that didn't really sound like Izzy at all. He steps aside for 
me to enter his house. | walk in and almost hear white noise it's so goddamn quiet. Izzy usually blares music. 

| walk past him eyeballing him, but his eyes never once meet mine. He turns, comes in and closes the door. He 
walks past me and collapses down on his couch. | see a glass sitting on the table. It has an Amber colored drink 
in it. Well it isn't soda for sure, no bubbles. It's not tea because Izzy's tea almost looks like coffee. 


'Izzy..are you..are you drinking?" | ask not knowing what else it could be. 


He looks at me but just looks right past me as he picks up the glass and sips from it. "I am drinking," he barely 
says and looks down 


"Wow," | say in complete shock. He spent the last ISyears sober. Axl dies and he jumps back down the neck of a 
bottle? "He wouldn't want you to do this you know," | say and sit down. 


"Yeah? What the fuck would you know about what he wants?" He says with soft, by razor sharp words. | 


forgot what an unlikable guy Izzy was when he was drunk. 


"Would you listen to you?" | motion at him, "You're fucking drunk! | may not have known him like you did, but 
believe me, | know he wouldn't want you drinking!" 


"Yeah? Well Axl's not here right now to stop me, so let me drink in peace." Izzys eyes fill up with tears. 


"Where's Elena?" | ask because of how quiet it is. Plus Izzy's three sheets to the wind. Elena would never be 


cool with that. 

"I sent her and Bell Bell away for a few days," he sighs, "What do you want Slash?" 

| lean forward, "First give me the glass," | say. 

Izzy shrugs indifferently, "Whatever, I'll just pour another one after you're gone." 

"God | forgot how much | just love you when you're drunk Izz," | say and snatch the glass from his hand. 
Izzy glares at me, " What do you fucking want?" 

"| came because | have a question," | snap. 


“Then ask," he sighs. 


"Did you know about the contract?" | ask point blank. 
‘Of course | knew," he rolls his eyes and just looks bored. 
| huff and shake my head, "Well daddy always did like you best.” 


‘Careful Slash, if | didn't know any better I'd say you sound a little jealous," he raises an eyebrow at me. Cocky 
drunk motherfucker. 


"Jealous?" | knit my eyebrows together at him. 
Izzy's head just slightly leans to the side, "| know about the two of you you know." 
"H.he told you about that?" | ask in shock. 


"Yeah he told me. He also told me you bolted because of it. What's wrong? We're you worried he was just 
trying to make you me?" He smiles so slightly, but so smugly. 


"You were fucking him, weren't you?" 
He just smirks. "On and off for the last I8 years." 


"Yeah, well whatever man, | just thought you should know some detective is asking a bunch of questions about 
that contract. He's trying to tie one of us to the murder with that. But | guess when he finds out only you 


knew.well | guess the heat will be on you then" And you know, it sorta gives me pleasure to say that to him 
Izzy just blinks, unfazed by my words in the slightest. "Any other burning questions Slash?" 

| just shake my head and stand up. "You look like Shit Izzy. Get some sleep or something’ 

"Hts impossible to die from lack of sleep, | read up on it," he just casually throws out there. 


| look down at him a long moment. It would be easy to be mad, but | know the guy is actually hurting. | m 
struck by warm and fuzzy thoughts. | didn't want to hate him the way | had Axl. In fact, I'm worried about 
Izzy, as well as for him. | think he must have really loved Axl. "I bolted on him because he called me your 


name. 


Just his eyes move up to meet with mine. "It was so nice seeing you Slash," he says going distant and detached 
again. There's nothing else so say to the jackass so | just leave. Leave him alone and leave him to his drinking. | 
guess | was a little shocked to see Izzy like this. | wonder if his wife knows about him and Axl? | always 
suspected it, but now that | do know..it just makes me feel sad for Izzy. 


Fading 


Author's Notes: 

So this has been coming so fast, don't ask me how, it's hard to write. | have to constantly word things in a 
questionable way. | have to shift your focus from one line to something else. | do know who the killer is and 
I've known since | started. Usually | just write and the plot twists and turns. This thing is very very difficult to 
write.but it's got my attention. 


Also, to those of you who like my detective, Skeet DesChamp is a real person. He's of the same age. The only 
not true thing about him is that he's a detective, in real life he's a court appointed defense attorney in my 

home town. He is amazing! He's as good as lawyers you see in movies. Anyway | asked my husband to give me 
a name for my detective, that's the name he gave me, so | decided to use the real persons personality. If he 


wasn't a lawyer, he would have made ore hell of a detective. 


Fading 

Axl Rose 

| flew back to Montreal with Megan, just to know she made it safely. When | get back to Izzy | find his hand 
curled around the neck of a Cognac bottle. Izzy's been sober for I5 years. What the fuck was he doing to 
himself? There was no reason to be drinking, like honestly, it's not like | was 100% gone. He could feel me touch 
him. | could talk to him. Couldn't | leave him alone a few hours without this going down? 


"Izzy, what the fuck are you doing?" | ask sitting next to him. 


He jumps, then he relaxes and sighs, "| m getting a little sick of these sneak attacks of yours. Why can't you 


rattle chains or go boo or some shit? Knock on the door like a real person maybe?" 

'Izz.. you're drunk," | say in disbelief, "what the fuck possessed you to do that?" 

"Oh | don't know.. maybe the fact that losing you has made me bat shit crazy? Maybe it's the flashes of your 
lifeless eyes | still see? Maybe its regret over all those could have beens? Maybe l'm pissed off? All | know is 


that everything is fucking spinning,” he softly slurs with tears in his eyes. 


"You should try to get some sleep Izzy, it's been four fucking days," | say and watch him pull the bottle to his 


lips again. 
"No thanks," he shakes his head, "I would just dream about you.. | just can't take that shit right now." 


| notice how quiet the house is. "Where's Bell Bell and Elena?" | ask. 


"I sent them to Elena's parents down in Mexico," he shrugs, "I couldn't keep explaining your death to Bell Bell. 
She kept wanting to look at pictures of you..and the questions.. | just couldn't" 


"Well, you have to at least eat something, try to soak up the alcohol," | fuss. 


"No..no, I'm quite happy with the alcohol as it is. | wonder if it's been long enough to get alcohol poisoning from 
this?" He mindlessly mumbles. 


"Probably, why don't you just put the bottle down," | sigh. 

"No... | think I'll drink it and see if it makes you go away," he says taking a chug. 

"Do you want me to go?" | ask and feel the pang of unease it leaves in me. 

"No, | don't want you to, but this shit right here just ain't normal Axe," he shakes his head. 

"Since when are either of us normal?" | huff from next to him. 

"You know what the fuck l'm talking about! I'm talking about the fact that you have made me be in touch with 
the supernatural! Did it ever occur you that | couldn't handle it?! Why didn't you just fuck off?!" He loudly 
shouts at me. "This shit ain't normall When you die you're supposed to be dead!" 


"Fuck man, you're goddamn drunk, you know that?" 


"What the fuck are you doing here?! Why are you fucking still driving me crazy?! ls this a murdered thing?! 
You a restless soul now?! Some pissed off poltergeist?!" 


"I told you | was given the fucking choicell" | shout and the bottle Izzy's holding shatters in his hand. 


His jaw drops as he just stares at the jagged end of the neck still clenched in his hand. "Well that's just fucking 


perfect.now you're gonna make me drink and drive." 

"You have no business behind a fucking wheel! You're drunk enough!" 

"Would you like to stop yelling before you break all the glass in my house?" He calmly asks. 
"You're not driving," | growl. 


Like you could stop me if | wanted to. You couldn't stop me when you were alive, what makes you think you 


can do it when you're dead?" He asks. 


"Just go to bed Izzy. l'Il stay quiet and let you sleep. You need sleep, you're fucking grouchy.” 


He just sighs. "We're you in a lot of pain?" He asks me. 


In return | sigh too. "No, it honestly didn't hurt much. Once the adrenaline kicked in | couldn't really feel much 
at all." 


"Do you know who did it?" He then asks me. 


"Yeah," | answer, "it was." but for some reason | can't see the face now. It was clear as day before, but now, 


it's just not there, like it was erased. "I.| can't remember." 

"Well that's real helpful," he again sighs deeply. 

| remembered yesterday, | don't get it.now its just..blank," i thoughtlessly mutter. 

"How the fuck do you forget who stabbed you to death?" He asks me like it's a sin or something. 
"|. | don't know. | knew, | did, but now its just gone.. | don't get it either." 

"Well, why didn't you tell me days ago?" He rolls his eyes. 

"Because it didn't come up.." 


Izzy starts giggling and running his hand over his face. "It didn't come up? It would be pretty relevant to this 
whole situation | would say. It would at least be a good reason for why you're HAUNTING me!" 


"Just relax Izz, there has to be a reason why | can't remember..there has to be all sorts of answers to what 


I'm going through..but who am | supposed to ask??" 


"Look, | don't know, but you better find out because | seriously can't take much more of this shit," Izzy shakes 


his head. | can hear the exasperation in his voice. He's so so tired. He just needs to rest. "Slash came by." 
"Oh." | find myself saying 

"| told him | knew and | told him about us.He didn't seem surprised! 

"Please try to get some sleep Izzy" 

Tears roll down his cheeks, "Will you sing to me?" 


‘Of course," | say without hesitation He needed sleep. Ill gladly sing to him if he will go to sleep. He would feel 
better maybe. 


Odd Question 


Odd Question 

Duff McKagan 

| got this message from the detective on Axl's case. He wanted to ask me some questions. | honestly don't 
know what he thinks | might know. | hadn't talked to Axl in like ten years. | didn't have any information that was 
really relevant. | don't know who he had made enemies with in the last ten fucking years. But, | did return the 
call. | didn't want to look suspicious by not calling back after all. 

"This is DesChamp," he answers the phone promptly when | call back. 

"This is Duff McKagan, | got a message that you wanted to speak with me," | say uneasily. | really don't know 
why | feel so nervous. Im not the only one he's been questioning. He had been questioning anyone who's ever 
been in a band with Axl. It's just routine. 

"Yes, thank-you for returning my call so fast," He says. 

‘Oh no problem, but | really don't think | can be of much help. | don't know who Axl associated with," | throw 
out there. "I mean | haven't spoken to him in a decade..if he was having problems with anyone | wouldn't know 
about it" 


"Actually | was hoping that maybe you could tell me something else," he says. 


"If | can, w.. what do you want to know?" | curiously ask My mind races trying to think of what he could 
possibly ask. 


"lim wondering if Mr Rose was a homosexual or a bisxual?" He asks. There's not even a shift in his voice when 
he asks. It's no different than if he asked me the fucking weather. Why the fuck does he want to know that? 
What's it got to do with murder? Odd fucking question to be asking, if you ask me. Furthermore, it's really not 


my place to speculate on who Axl was laying pipe to. He was fucking me, or me fucking him so.. 


"L. Lwh... | wouldn't know," | stammer. | really can't fucking believe he just asked me if Axl was gay. | really 


didn't know. I've never walked in on him fucking a guy before, but what does that prove or disprove? 


"You seem like you hesitated," | can hear him saying in my ear. His tone doesn't really sound accusatory, but | 


know it is. 
| swallow the lump in my extra dry throat, "No, it's just.you sorta threw me for a loop.” 


"So you're shocked that | ask? Is that because you don't think he is, or because you do?" he just wouldn't let 


up. It just wasn't right to be asking me this. Its not my fucking business. 


"Man.. | know for a fact that he's been with a lot of chicks. That much | know. Now whether or not.. l.. I'm 
really not the guy to be asking something like that. You should ask Izzy really, he knew him better than anyone 


else." 


"Has the thought ever crossed your mind? | mean were there ever any questionable things about him to make 


you wonder?" He presses some more. 


| sigh. Yeah there was shit that made me wonder. All the times him and Izzy gangbanged Erin was a little 
questionable. But | didn't want this guy going to Izzy and telling him that | say he should ask him about Axl's 
private life. But then, maybe this guy already asked Izzy? | clear my throat, "Maybe his ex wife could answer 


your questions." 
"Ex wife?" He asks sounding interested, like he doesn't know about Erin. 
"Yeah, Erin. Erin Everly." | gladly offer the information just to give this dog a fucking bone. 


“Thanks for your help and your time Mr. McKagan," he says then the phone goes dead. Wow, did he hang up on 


me? 


| run my hand through my hair. Why did he want to know something like that? What could it have to do with 
his death? That's like the most off the wall question he could ask me about the guy. How the fuck would | 
really know for sure? He would simply have to ask Erin what she used to do with Axl and Izzy. That's 
something | think we used to all be curious about. | really don't know that she was the only one either. There 
was the matter of the ex girlfriend of Izzy's that Axl had tattooed on his arm too. It would piss me off if my 
best friend got a tattoo of my ex girlfriend, but Izzy had never said one fucking word about it, at least not 
that | heard. Still, Axl's sexual orientation proved nothing. 


Nothing Else To Try 


Nothing Else To Try 

Axl Rose 

Izzy shuts his front door behind detective DesChamp with a sigh. He seems relieved that he's gone. He then 
rests his forehead on it. His eyes close and | can hear him take a few deep breaths. "Elena and Bell Bell will be 


home today," Izzy says softly. "You can't stay." 


"Why not? Its not like they can see me Izz.| can scream in their ears and they won't be able to hear it," | 


huff. 

"I can hear it," he turns around and leans into the door, "I can't walk around talking to you because it looks like 
I'm talking to myself. Elena will think I've lost my fucking mind. | can't have her thinking that. She will just insist 
| go to therapy or some shit. | haven't lost my goddamn mind yet." 

"Well maybe you have, maybe I'm not even real," | chuckle. 


"You're jokes are lost on me right now Axe," he sighs exasperatedly. 


"Where do you think I'm gonna go?" | ask him. "No one but you knows I'm even here. Why would | go 
somewhere where no one can even tell I'm there? And where would | want to go that | haven't already been?" 


"Fuck, | don't know, up..out.away. Go climb Mt Everest or something. Go try to figure out who killed you. Go 
stalk people you hated.do whatever you want. You just gotta get the fuck away from me. | can't deal with you 
right now. I've got a lot on my mind. | really don't need you whispering in my ear every five seconds. | still 
have to live in this world with the still living people in it. l'm supposed to be getting used to living without you. 
l'm supposed to be mourning you. How can | start that process with you here?" His words, while rational, sound 


pretty desperate. 
"But I'm not completely gone..” 


"Trust me Axl, you are fucking dead! | saw it with my own two eyes! You're dead, you're not supposed to still 
be here!" He shouts at me. 


"Well you know, if our roles were reversed I'd be in no fucking hurry to ship you off to the hereafter!" | shout 


back. 
"Stop fucking shouting, you know shit breaks when you do that!" He scolds me. 


"Then stop fucking yelling at me!" 


"Fine," he sighs. He slides down the door and just sits on the floor. "You know what, even in death you're still 


dysfunctional.” 
"What's with all the Axl bashing all of the sudden?" | ask him. 
He just shakes his head, "Nothin" 


| sigh as | watch him sitting there. "Maybe a psychic or a medium could help me. | don't really know how, but 
maybe it's worth a shot." 


"Or maybe you could skip the middle men," Izzy says. 

"How?" | curiously ask 

"Try to talk to some murdered rock star or something.” 

"I told you, | don't know if there's others like me out there.” 

"Well.it does seem feasible," he sighs. 

‘Maybe. But what if they crossed over already? What if I'm the only one?" 

"Well how could they have all these fucking ghost hunter TV shows if there was nothing to it?" , 
‘Oh, so you believe in ghosts now?" | tisk. 

Izzy smirks, "Well, | am talking to you.. | guess it's possible, though | liked it a lot better before | knew that" 
"Ok, so what murdered rock stars might be prowling around LA?" | ask. 

"No clue," he shrugs. 

"Wow, that's real helpful Izz" 

"Its just a thought" 

"Yeah, obviously one you didn't put much thought in" 

"Well do you have a better fucking idea?" 


"No," | sigh. 


"Ok then, stop giving me shit." 
‘Sorry.but you're not the only one stressed out you know," | sigh again 
"Yeah, | know," he too sighs. 


‘Soooo...you want me to just stay gone then? You want me to go and not come back at all, don't you?" And | 
feel the tightness in my chest despite the fact that | no longer have a fucking body. Hurt is hurt, body or no 
body. Maybe it's our souls that feel the ache all along. What | know is that it sounds like Izzy doesn't seem to 


want me around anymore, and that fucking hurts. 


Izzy inhales deeply and slowly and just shakes his head. | can see the tears working up in his eyes. "I'm sorry 
for all the missed opportunities we had. That's something that | have to learn to live with. But you can't just 
stay right here next to me until | die. You have to make peace, tie up loose ends, whatever it is that it takes 
to get you to move on. There's gotta be something out there besides this.’ 


| snort, "Careful Izzy, you're sounding religious." 
“Axl..there's somewhere else you belong." 


And | feel that clench in my chest again. He was trying to get rid of me. "Izzy. |." | pause and think about it 


before | carry on. 


"Axl, | love you but you just can't stay here," he says wiping the tears from his eyes. "You have to go on 
elsewhere. You know, maybe when it's my time we can hang out again, but like this.. | just can't do this 
anymore. I've got a daughter Axl, and a goddaughter. l.l have To..you know..and eventually | have to fuck my 


wife, bit awkward if you were in the room." 


And | know he's right but | just wanted to be with him. | really have no reason to stay except for him. | mean, 
where do | go when | leave here? What if | go to hell? What if | forget Izzy? I've noticed myself forgetting a 
lot lately. | can't remember who killed me. | can't remember my birth name. | can't remember what color eyes 
| had. And it's like | forget one small, yet normally unforgettable thing every few hours. But then, time really 


doesn't mean much when you no longer sleep. 


"Ok Izzy, I'll go," | sigh in defeat. 


Lab Results 


Lab Results 

Skeet DesChamp 

| wake up early and drive down south to ask the ‘Il caller in the Rose murder a few additional questions. l'm 
curious as to why he's the only band member who apparently knew about this clause in their contract? | know 
that the two were friends, but it didn't really make sense why he would be the only one inclined to know. Or 
maybe the curly haired guy was lying to me? Since | have no leads yet everyone is a suspect. 

| arrive at his very normal, very middle class home around 8:00 am. Aside from a dog in the back yard 
barking, it's quiet. | knock several times and | ring the bell and wait. It's some time before the door is answered. 
Its my ‘Il guy who answers the door. His eyes are puffy and it appears as if | woke him. It's been a week 
since the murder. | m hoping his recollections are still as sharp as they were on the scene. 

"Mr Isbell, is it?" | ask and cordially extend out my hand, "Detective DesChamp, on the Axl Rose case." 

He looks at me blankly and nods as he shakes my hand, "You can just call me Izzy." 

"Right, Izzy. | had a few questions that | was hoping you could help me with." 

"Um, sure. Do you want to come in?" He politely asks in his soft spoken voice. 

"Sure, thank-you," | nod taking him up on his offer because you can learn a lot from a person's environment. 
When they won't invite you in it looks fishy. It suggests that they have something to hide or that they're 
doing something wrong. So he leads me inside to the living room. | make note of his family pictures hanging on 
the wall. From what I've read, the band Guns N' Roses had racked up quite a few gold records. | had noted 
them on the victim's walls. | see none here. | sit down on his couch. He just walks to the window and stares out 
of it. 

"So what would you like to know detective?" He asks me. 

"Well, lve spoken to all your ex band mates, except for Mr McKagan, and so far everyone seems to think that 
you are the only one who has any knowledge of the clause that divides the remaining account to the surviving 
band mates. Are you the only one who knew?" 

"Yes," he says sounding distant. 


"And why is that?" | ask noting the way he wraps his arms around himself. 


"Well, if your death could make people richer would you tell everyone? Axl didn't trust anyone but me to know. 


He knew | would never say a word. It was me who told them after Axl died" He just looks down with his back 
to me. "He really wasn't as much of an asshole as they might have led on. He never wanted anyone else to get 


credit for those songs we wrote together." 

"Why was he so misunderstood then?" | ask 

He sighs, "Back then we were all a lot younger. Five very headstrong personalities that could not have been 
more different, you know? And Axl was still trying to learn how to deal with personal issues he had going on 
He was also unmedicated back then" 

"Unmedicated?" | ask. 

"Yeah, Axl was bipolar, back then it was called manic depressive," he offers. 

"And how would that make him act?" | wonder aloud. 

‘Some of it was just your typical primadonna singer shit. He had to have roses in his dressing room every 
night. He brought spiratuilists, shrinks, and psychics on tour. If you look up the word eccentric, Axls right 
there man, He..went off a lot. He was always like a little Baney Rooster, the smallest thing in the barnyard with 
the worst attitude. Then sometimes we couldn't get him to go onstage. He would just crawl into this shell. He 
wouldn't talk to anyone for days, sometimes weeks." His words get softer with each one spoken, very 
reminiscent like. 

"So this all created tensions?" 

He nods, "No one has ever been able to take much of him. They just didn't understand him." 


"But you did? But weren't you one of the first to leave the band?" 


"Yeah," he sighs again, "| had no choice. My time for that sort of life was just up. | guess you could say | grew 
up first" 


This guy just didn't seem like a killer. | think he was more of an enduring friend to the victim. | rise to my 
feet, "Ive taken up enough of your time. | have to be getting to the office, long drive back to Malibu," | say. 


He turns to look at me. "Mr DesChamp, Axl had a lot of enemies, but | really don't think it was anyone in the 
band." 


| hope you're right," | nod. 
He walks me to the door and | make my farewell. | get in my car and head north back to Malibu. Tomorrow | 


will try to contact Duff McKagan. I'm fair sure it will turn out to be another dead end. There just has to be 
another person with grudge enough to kill. But who? I've yet to come up with any other suspects besides the 


band. | literally have nothing. All | can do is hope that the lab results turn up something. 


| make it back to Malibu at around 10:30 am. | park my car and go into the building. | stop by the coffee 
machine for a cup of strong black coffee. | then go to my desk and take a seat. | pull my cup of coffee to my 
lips and take a sip. | look down to my desk and see that the lab results are in on this Axl Rose guy. | flip open 
the folder and read over the results. No saliva No traces of blood other than the victims. No hairs. No fibers. 
But there was semen. Hummmm, the plot thickens. Now it looks like my grudge has turned into something 
more. Is it just part of a long slow murder, or was it a crime of passion? Not one person has mentioned the 


victim being a homosexual. As of now | have no choice but to look at it as a rape. 


So far | know this about the killer, they were patient. That's just not a lot to go on. | have no prints, no blood, 
no hair, just semen and absolutely no one to tie it to. This killer planned this down to the last detail, as 
meticulously as the rest of the scene was contrived, it doesn't make sense that they would leave behind 
semen. Perhaps the semen isn't even the killers. But without some indication that the victim was homosexual.. | 


simply have nothing. 


Curious Answers 


Curious Answers 

Skeet DesChamp 

| managed to locate the victim's ex wife in Atlanta, Georgia. She's remarried with children. | wasn't able to get 
a phone number for her so I'll have to fly to Atlanta to ask her about the victim's sexual orientation It's going 
to be a very unexpected visit for her I'm sure. | don't even know if her family knows about her marriage to 
the victim. My showing up will probably disrupt a lot, but | have to ask her. | get the feeling like she might 
actually be able to tell me. 

So the next day | arrive in Georgia and spend half the morning trying to find her house. It's a very very nice 
mansion on a hill with a huge sprawling field in all four directions. She had married quite well. | ring the bell and 
a maid answers. After a brief explanation she goes off to find the lady of the house. | take a moment to check 
out he mint condition 51 Chevy in the garage while | wait. Moments later she's at the door with a bright smile. 
"Hi, Im Erin," she shakes my hand, "And you're a detective from LA?" 


"Yes, lm heading up the Axl Rose murder," | nod. 


"Well | was about to go out to the garden, you can join me," she says and motions for me to follow her. "I was 


actually expecting someone to ask me questions. It seems I've made a career out of answering questions about 


Axl" 


| can't help but note the disdain in her voice. "Yes, | can imagine. | did a bit of a background check on the two 


of you. However you never really know how much of what's on the internet is true" 


"Yes, | know quite well," she nods and we make our way over to the outdoor furniture. | sit down and the maid 


is soon bringing out a picture of lemonade. "So what would you like to know detective?" 
"L um.. | need to ask you a few very personal questions actually," | uneasily say. 

"Ok?" She says as her expression seems to grow nervous. 

"Was you ex husband..bisexual?" | ask. 


A smile comes to her face, "Wow, you would not believe how many people have asked me that." She pauses. "l 


never answered them." 


"| wouldn't ask if it wasn't so vital to my case," | cordially say. 


‘| was so young.. | really didn't know how deviant the things we were doing actually were. | trusted Axl." She 
stops and just stares out over the yard. "We had threesomes a lot.but with the same person every time. He's 
the only guy | know of Axl being with." 

"And who is that?" | ask, though | already know the answer. 

"Izzy," she nods. 


"So you know for a fact that they had sexual relations? You saw them?" 


"Yes. | saw it a lot. It was always like that with them. | wasn't the first girl they did that sort of thing with. 


And Izzy was a friend | guess. | was so naive back then" 

| can't help but wonder what Mr Isbell will say when | ask him if he was having sex with the victim? | guess it 
explains his melancholy about everything. He was probably in love with the victim at some point. Meaning that | 
will have to investigate him further now. Was the semen found in the victim his? Or was it from some else? 
"And how did the two of them get along?" | ask 

"Most of the time quite smoothly. They rarely fought. When they did it was usually about Axl being Axl. He 
could be difficult sometimes. But when he was like that Izzy was really the only one who could do anything 
about it. Axl listened to Izzy. He never responded to me at all, but Izzy could always just fix things." 


"So they were close in every sense of the word.did you ever feel jealous of the relationship between them?" 


"Oh absolutely. Most of the time | felt like | had to be like Izzy. Here were times when | really hated Izzy 


because | thought he was trying to steal my man" 

"Sounds like he sort of was," | say. 

She nods, "Yeah, | guess he was." 

"Did it come as a surprise to find out your ex husband was murdered?" 
She sighs, "Not really, no. Axl had burned a lot of bridges." 


"Do you happen to know the names of any of those bridges?" 


Communing With The Dead 


Communing With The Dead 

Axl Rose 

| had no clue where to go really. Maybe | was supposed to find my killer. Or maybe Izzy was right, | wasn't 
supposed to still be here. | thought about going to my hometown, but | completely draw a blank on the name. 
Its another one of those little factoids that's simply gone. | needed to know why | kept forgetting shit. So much 
is just gone and it's not stuff | would forget. Was | going to keep forgetting? 

| thought real hard about where | wanted to go. | ended up in this real hole in the wall type place. On the stage 
| see a black man singing out into the mic. The people in the crowd dance around oblivious to him. But | guess 
that's because no one here can see his ghost. | approached him in his dazzling white suit. He ignores me at 


first and when | clear my throat he looks at me. He finishes his rendition of "Bring it home to me." 


He bows to the oblivious crowd and turns to me. "Boy, you're gonna get your ass kicked in a place like this. 
Don't you know you're white?" 


| chuckle slightly. "I think I'll be fine Mr.Cooke." 

"Wait, what did you call me?" He asks with wide eyes. 

"Mr Cooke?" 

"Do you know me?" He curiously asks me. 

"Sure," | nod, "you're Sam Cooke." 

"Sam Cooke? You're sure are you?" He looks cautiously. 

‘Im positive. You forgot who you were, didn't you?" | can't help but wonder out loud. 
"l'm a singer, right?" He asks seeming a bit confused. 

"Yes. You were murdered in some cheap motel by some chick you were fucking," 
"Women," he Huff's. 

"Do you remember that? Can you remember who killed you?" | ask him. 


"Barely," he scratches his head, "I used to remember her name, but over the years.. | guess it don't really 


matter no more," he shrugs. 

‘| was wondering if | could ask you about that..about what you've forgotten See, I'm new and." 

"You should try to write things down," he interrupts, "I wrote all my songs down so | wouldn't forget them. 

"| can't pick up a pencil.how the hell am | supposed to write?" | ask. 

"Well, not everyone can," he smiles and reaches over to knock a bottle off a nearby table. 

"How do you do that?" | ask in amazement. 

I'm not sure really. So what's your name?" 

"Axl Rose. I'm a singer too." | nod. 

"Well Axl Rose, | suggest you try to find some way to remember things. Death is a lot like Alzheimer's." 
"Why?" | ask. 

"| don't know, | wish | did. | m sure someone has your answers, just not me. | just hang around here singing to 
crowds that don't even know I'm here. But thanks for telling me my name. | need to write that down. I'm really 
sorry | couldn't help you out." 

"You have actually," | sigh, "I just wish it was better news." 

So | make a polite exit and think of my next destination Dallas, Texas. | magically find myself inside of another 
club. | look around until | see Dimebag Darrell. He was shot and killed while playing a gig. He was the guitarist 


for Pantera. Maybe he could provide me with some additional information of what Sam Cooke told me. 


| spot him standing over someone's shoulder reading something. He looks up at me. A big smile crossed his face 


as he moves his long hair out of his face. "Axl Rose. Wow, welcome to the club. When did you die?" 
"Recently. How did you know | was dead?" | ask 

"The foggy glow," he motions around me. "What did you in man?" 

"Somebody fucking killed me" 

"Ah, me too man," he nods. "I guess you're curious about the it's and outs of the afterlife huh?" 


"That would be great," | sigh, "can you help me?" 


"I can do you one better. | can tell you who has all he answers, the guru of the dead, if you will” 
"Oh that would be great. Who?" 

"John Lennon bro." 

"John Lennon?" | ask. 

"Yep, very smart guy," he nods, "he has all the answers you need man" 


“Thanks so much Dimebag," | sigh in relief. | had to talk to John Lennon. | find that quite fascinating actually. l'm 


almost fangirling over it. lm gonna meet John fucking Lennon! 


Am | A Suspect 


Am | A Suspect 

Izzy Stradlin 

| woke up and could feel how alone | was. Elena had taken Bell Bell to school. A part of me wishes | hadn't sent 
Axl away. Knowing that he's gone is creating this hurt | wasn't really prepared for. Maybe l'm just finally able 
to mourn him since the initial shock is over and he's not here whispering in my ear. Now I'm not so sure | 
want to feel this. It's not really what | was expecting. | feel physically ill I's far more than | want to deal with. 
| hear my doorbell and can't help but wonder who it could be and why they were bothering me now of all 
times. | make it to the front door and open it. It's the fucking detective again. "Mr DesChamp, how can | help 
you?" I'm curious what brings him by now. How many more goddamn questions is he intending on asking me? 
"Well, | was wondering why you hadn't mentioned yet that you and Mr Rose were lovers?" He asks outright. No 
nice weather we're having, no sorry to disturb you, no warning at all of what a personal question he had to 


ask. Fucking asshole. 


| sigh and run my hand over my face. Fuck. "Come in Mr DesChamp." We go in the living room and he just 
stares at me waiting on his answer. "Its something we tried to keep private. Let me guess, you talked to Erin?" 


"Why do you say that?" His brows furrow. 

"Because she's the only eye witness fo it" | sigh 

"So, if she was Mr. Rose's girlfriend, what was she to you?" He asks me. 
"Besides in my way? Nothing really. We fucked," | shrug. 


"Did you have sex with Mr Rose the day of the murder?" He asks me looking me right in he eye. My stomach 
flutters slightly. Hold it together Isbell. 


"No. It was the plan, but it didn't work out that way," | answer. 


‘lm afraid I'm going to need you to submit a semen sample," he says flatly, so flatly it's like the words mean 


absolutely nothing to him. 
A semen sample?! Did he really just ask me that fucking shit? "What the fuck for?" | ask in shock 


"To rule you out." 


"To rule me out? Rule me out of what exactly? Am | a fucking suspect?" And my fucking shock only grows. Did 
he think | killed Axl? This just because | was fucking Axl? 


"If you didn't do it Then you have nothing to worry about," he calmly tells me. 


"What's with all this all of the sudden?" | ask. l'm growing angy and its not really clear as to why. Guess it was 


the accusatory finger pointing in my direction 
"New evidence," he answers. 
l'm stumped by what he tells me. "W..was Axl.he had sex the day he died? Was he raped or.." 


"| don't have answers yet. | don't think Mr Rose was really interested in homosexual sex with anyone other 
than you. Semen was found in him. You say you didn't sleep with him that day, so that means that there's a 
good chance that the semen belongs to the killer," he explains. 


| couldn't believe this shit. He thinks | did it, | just know he does. | couldn't have them talking about this shit on 
the news. Elena has no clue about Axl and |. If she did she would take Bell Bell and run away. She would 
probably never let me see my daughter again. "How do you expect me to tell my wife | have to go downtown 


and Jack off in a cup? No way, | can't do that.” 


| can get a court order which can get very public, or you can simply come downtown later today,” the look in 


his eyes dares me to challenge him. 

"Guess | have no choice then," | sigh. 

He nods, "Thank-you, I'm sorry for disturbing you," and he stands to leave. 

Fucking shit..right now l'm a suspect. | certainly didn't want to be a suspect. Guess there's only one way to 


clear my name. Shit. Not how | wanted this day to start out. Now | really wish Axl was here for me to vent 
my frustrations to. Would be nice if he could talk dirty to me while | try to make a fucking semen sample. 


| Dont Even Like You 


| Don't Even Like You 
Slash 


| was lounging around my house playing guitar when Perla came in and told me Izzy was here. | didn’t invite him 
and | have no clue what brings him by. Izzys always been weird like that. You don't hear from him for years, 

then he pops up regularly for a bit, then vanishes completely off radar again. He was flakey and fickle and only 
semi dependable. If you ask me, he was a shitty pick for the Godfather of Axl's kid. But that was Axl's choice | 


guess. 
He walks into the room looking a little nervous. He brings a cordial smile to his face but it seems like it hurts 
him to do it. "Slash.. | just wanted to apologize for the other day.. | was really drunk | had no business 
drinking..or being an asshole to you. | was..hurting." 

| shrug, "Whatever man" 

Izzy nervously scrambles further into the room and sits down close to me. He rests his elbows on his parted 
knees and folds his hands together. He's looking at me when | look up. He quickly looks down at the carpet. "I 
know you loved him too," he says very softly, so much so that it almost sounds like a whisper. 

"| never said that," | say. 


"You never had to," is his reply, "I could always tell." 


"How?" | ask. ts not like | stalked the guy or even flirted. How does Izzy know | loved him? I've never spoken 


those words, hell, I've never even written them down. 


"The way you looked when you thought no one was watching..the way you rolled your eyes every time Axl 
praised something | wrote..The way you and | started to clash.How happy you seemed when | said | was 


quitting." 

"Why are you bringing it up?" | ask and glance at my guitar. 

"| guess it finally hit me that you're the only other person who might feel as bad as | do. You loved him just 
as much as | did. But you didn't get to show him the way | did and that's got to be really hard. | ought to 


know, | never told him | loved him, now it's too late." 


| sigh and do my best not to start crying, God knows | want to. "Well, knowing he never felt the same makes it 


easier | guess." 


"Does it?" He asks. 

‘Izzy, | haven't seen the guy in person in fucking years.. I'm not the same person | was then..You know, l'm 
sober, married.. | have a life now and that life doesn't have a fucking thing to do with Axl” | nervously pluck 
out a few chords. 

Izzy huffs, "Do you forget who you're talking to? | think | know what it is to love Axl Rose. It sure as hell ain't 
like a cold you just get over..Once he's in there he's a part of you forever. More like an incurable disease 
really." 

| lightheartedly chuckle at that. | guess he was right. "Like fucking herpes.’ 

Izzy humbly nods and smiles. "Look Slash, | know how Axl went to you after | left. | know he said my name to 
you..And | know how you freaked out and ran He always felt really bad about it. He never wanted to hurt you. 
He didn't know you felt the way you did.and | never told him you did” 

"Why not?" | ask. 

Izzy cocks an eyebrow at me, "Would you have if you would've been me?" 

"Guess not," | smile. 

‘| really wish we could have been closer Slash.maybe with Axl gone." 

"Dude.. | never even liked you," | find myself saying. 

Izzy looks at me strangely. 

"I'm sorry, you were a smartass. You introduced me to heroin. You owned the heart of the man | loved. You 
let him get rid of Stevie for drugs when we were shooting up the shit just as much. You left the band and 
shit just fell apart because he fell apart. And the one fucking time | got to touch him.he calls me you..How 
would you feel about you if you were me?" 

"Touché," Izzy smirks, "but | never hated you." 

Then silence creeps in. What could | say to the guy? It's pretty obvious he's only here because I'm some 
morbid link to Axl for him. | guess a tiny part of me feels a bit bad for the guy. Then | feel his hand on mine. | 
look down at it in confusion 


"You should try to actually get to know me," he whispers softly. 


Our eyes meet. His eyes talk far more than he ever could. | could see his soul in his eyes. | had spent a long 


time thinking he had no soul. But he did, and it seemed to be honest and fragile. And for a moment he seemed 


to glow like an angel. Its like | looked at him, like really looked at him for the first time. | didn't hate him at 
all.in fact, he was my only morbid link to Axl. Go figure huh? Then this tractor beam just takes over our lips 


and draws them together. I'm kissing him. What the fuck? 


So, to make a pretty long story short, shit escalated. One kiss turned into several. Hands got involved..then | 
remembered that Perla was home. Izzy asked if | wanted to go somewhere and | jumped at the opportunity like 
some teenaged whore. | ended up at a hotel with him in a room he payed for. And | fucked him, more than 
once actually. It was great. Izzy left later, he had to go downtown to he police station to answer some 


questions. | lounged out a while and went back home to my wife with a guilty secret. Ok, so maybe | wasn't 


that guilty.. 


Guru Of The Dead 


Guru Of The Dead 
Axl Rose 


So | found myself standing on a New York Street. In front of me | can see John Lennon sitting on a bench and 
smiling as he watches a couple of kids skateboarding. | can't believe how nervous | am. But fuck, it's John 
Lennon! Somehow | force myself to walk over to him. He looks up at me and just nods for me to sit down next 
to him. Of course | do. 


"Do you have a question?" He asks me as he goes back to watching the kids. 

"Why am | forgetting things?" | ask. 

He looks over at me briefly and then returns his gaze to the skateboarders. "Time is something we never 
escape, not in any life. You were given the option of going or staying. Only the wrongfully killed, confused, or 
ones that can't leave their loved ones stay here. But our time here is limited to what we remember of who 
we once were. Its no different than forgetting the faces of people who were once school chums. We move on, 
we forget. We get consumed by the faces we surround ourselves with. As the ones we leave behind move on 
and let us go, our memories fade. Lucky for me Yoko has a memory like an Elephant. In a sense, we really do 


live on in the memories of loved ones. Visual reminders of who we were help." 


"Yeah, Sam Cooke writes things down. How does he do that? | can't move objects or anything. | can break glass 


when | yell though," | tell him. 


"It relies strictly on your will to do so. If you think it impossible, well then it will be. On the other hand, if you 
want it badly enough... 


"That's it? | just have to want to?" 

"And believe that you can," he nods. 

"Have you ever talked to anyone living before?" | ask. 

"I have actually. A woman saw me and started talking to me. But most people are unaware of us." 
"How long do we stay here?" | ask him. 

"Depends on your reasons for staying. | guess it's a matter of your own closure. | stay to see my 


grandchildren grow. | think that when Yoko dies | probably won't have any reason to stay. It will be nice to see 
her again," he tenderly smiles. 


"How is it that you know so much about all of this?" 


"IFs just a given really," he shrugs, "but most of us choose not to see things as they truly are. Some never 


learn to." 
| can talk to my best friend, but no one else," | tell him. 
"Really?" He asks me giving me a strange expression. | don't really know what to make of it. "It won't last." 


What? Izzy wouldn't always hear me? If he can't hear me anymore what would the point even be? But then | 
remembered that he doesn't want to hear me at all. "Why won't it last?" 


He looks away and pauses to think. "I'm not allowed to tell you more. It would alter your path. You have to 
follow the path already laid for you. All| can tell you is that you won't always be able to communicate with 
him. | don't know how long you will either. | can also tell you that you're only able to talk to someone directly 
related to who you were, not necessarily a relative, but imperative.. Sometimes it's not even a person we have 
any concerns about, sometimes it can even be an enemy. Still, an imperative person to your past life 


somehow." 


"He is very imperative, | nod, "but he doesn’t want me to talk to him anymore. He says he can't start the 


grieving process with me talking to him. He can be so selfish." 

"IFs difficult for the living to live with us. It isn't something that people are able to talk to just anyone about. 
Respectively, I'm sure it's quite difficult for him to let you go in one way, and still have you there at the 
same time." 


Ok, now he's talking in riddles like the fucking Cheshire cat. "So do | just not talk to him anymore?" 


"Isn't my decision to make. | do think you probably need to be able to talk to this person | think he can help 


you make a lot of self discovery.” 
"Ok," | nod. 


But.” he pauses, "you have to try to see things as they truly are. Sometimes we tend to only see what we 


want to." 
"Thank-you. You've given me a lot to think about.” 


"Anytime," he extends his hand out to me with a smile, "good luck to you.” 


Back To The Drawing Board 


Back To The Drawing Board 
Skeet DesChamp 


| walk to my desk with my morning cup of coffee. Its unusually strong this morning, but | sip it anyhow. | look 
down at my desk and see that the results from Mr Isbell's semen sample are in. | slide out my chair and sit 
down | pull myself forward with my heels and sit my cup of tar to the side. | pull my glasses from my front 
pocket and put them on. | flip open the folder and start to read. The sample from Mr Isbell didn't match the 


semen found inside the victim. 


Great, I've hit another dead end. Back to the starting line all over again. I'm getting nowhere with this case. 
Every lead | get turns out to be a cold trail. The grudge list of this guy is a mile long. | can't court order 
everyone who has ever known him to semen samples. And what if the killer wasn't even the one who left he 
semen? What if it was planted to make it appear as a rape. The medical examiner had said there were no anal 


tears or signs of rough sex. If it wasn't consensual then it had to be a set up. 


However | still have two people telling me that the victim had only had sex with one man, Mr Isbell. Maybe 
there were others that neither the wife or the best friend knew about. Maybe the victim kept secrets. 
Perhaps | should requesition that Slash character. He seemed to show a lot of contemptuous feelings toward 
the victim. He was even quite public about it. If he knows something the others don't he will most likely tell 
just to stick it to the victim one last time. Hopefully he can tell me something useful. | need any leads | can 


get. 

So | call his manager who puts me in touch with his publicist who sets me up with a 3:30 meeting with him 
later that day. When | arrive he has yet to make it. It's Cantur's Deli so | order a slice of pie while | wait. The 
owner personally brings it out. He introduces himself as Slash's best friend, Mark Cantur. He tells me Slash is 


in traffic but just a few blocks away. 


"Could | possibly ask you a few questions, about the band Guns N Roses? | take it you knew all of them," | ask 


and motion him to sit down. 

"Sure. Who do you want to know about?" He curiously asks, "I've known Slash since junior high." 

"Actually | was more curious about Axl Rose and Izzy Stradlin," | say and can literally see his features drop. 
"They were a very.. dynamic duo. They fought like mortal enemies. They laughed at jokes only they got. They 
could have entire conversations with just a glance. They always stuck up for each other. They shared 


everything..even their girls. And | know they were..you know.." he shrugs. 


"You saw them?" | ask. 


"No, a reliable source told me," he shakes his head. 

"Ah, Slash told you," | conclude. "Did he tell you because it appalled him, or for jealous reasons?" 

He looks all around and leans over to the table just in front of me. "I think Slash cared about Axl just a little 
more than Axl cared about him. Trust me, Izzy was no prize back then. Slash either, but Izzy's the one who 
got him started on the stuff." 

"It doesn't sound like you have a very good opinion of Mr Isbell," | conclude. 

"He was always so flakey. Plus he was a dealer so drugs were always on him. He would sell that stuff sitting 
right where you are right now. And he could be downright cold and uncaring. He was selfish, except when it 
came to Axl. It was pretty easy to see how Izzy felt about Axl because Axl was the only one who made him 


feel anything." 


We are interrupted by Slash walking up and sitting at the booth. "Sorry, | was caught up in traffic man." He 


reaches out and shakes my hand. 
“That's alright, | was just enjoying a slice of pie and chatting with your friend here," | smile. 


His friend excuses himself and leaves us alone. | pause for a moment and let him get settled in "Are you 


aware of the private nature of Mr Isbell and Mr Rose?" | ask. 

He quietly chuckles. "Yeah, Ray Charles could see that shit" 

"Did you in fact ever see them together?" | ask him. 

"No, not exactly," he shakes his head. 

"You heard them?" | question. 

"No... | just know. When you know you just know. I'm sure someone has already told you. You're asking me just 
to see my reaction. Am | shocked? No sir, not at all. Do | hold it against them? Not anymore. Did | ever have a 
thing with either of them? No. Did | ever sleep with either of them? No. Did | want to? Yeah, | used to, with 


Axl, but that was a long time ago." 


Well he pretty much asked and answered any question | could have to him. | take a moment to think. "I'm 


aware of the battle In the press between the two of you. Did you ever wish him dead?" 


He sighs and looks down, "I used to a lot, but I've been over that a long time now. I've had twelve years to let 


all that go." 


"Do you know any people who absolutely had no liking for him? Enough to possibly want him dead?" 

"Well Vince Neil from Motley Crue couldn't stand Axl. They had this long standing rivalry," he offers. 

"About what?" | ask. 

"About Izzy. Vince's story is that Izzy hit on his wife and when she snubbed him he kicked her in the stomach. 
So Vince punched Izzy in face at the AMA's. Izzy's story is that Vince's wife came in this club he was at 
barely dressed. He told her her pussy was hanging out so she slapped him and he was wasted to he kicked 
her..Anyway, Axl made it his personal vendetta against Vince and Vince too." 


"Wold you think this Vince guy as capable of killing Mr Rose?" 


"Capable? Sure. But why the hell would he wait twenty years to do it?" 


Hauled In 


Author's Notes: 
im in update mode guys.. 


Hauled In 
Duff McKagan's POV 


| was covering the Seahawks game when Detective DesChamp showed up with three cops from Seattle PD. He 
had a fucking warrant for my arrest. | haven't been in any kind of trouble with the law ever really. Sure, I've 
done some criminal shit in my time, but those days are so far behind me now it's like they happened to 

someore else. I'm certainly no murderer. But that's what the warrant is for, suspicion of murder. Apparently 


knowing about the contract clause had made all of us suspects. 


By the time they extradited me back to LA. they had already picked up Slash, Steven, and Izzy. All of them 
were there for suspicion of murder as well. Stevie was chewing his nails and pacing nervously. | imagine his last 
hit had faded by now. | thought my days of dealing with junkies and their withdrawals were over. This is 
precisely why | don't associate with him much since he got kicked out of the band. That and | felt pretty sorry 
for him. We started this band as five best friends. Man, where'd it all go wrong? 


Slash is sitting on the floor facing the wall. He's using a piece of busted plaster from the wall to draw on the 
floor. He's such an amazing drawer, but he only does it out of sheer boredom. It used to be like pulling teeth 
to get him to draw up shit for our fliers. | guess | understood why Slash looked suspicious to the cops, | mean 
contract loophole omitted. Axl and Slash had had a very long, very heated public falling out. l'm not saying Slash 
killed him, but he did at least have more of a motive to do it than the rest of us did 


Izzy's just sitting on the cot with his hands folded and his head hung. | know Izzy's not religious, but it almost 
looked like he was praying. | felt so bad for Izzy. He naturally took Axl's death harder than any of us. And now 
he had this huge load to carry. Axl's death gave him another daughter. But no one else would ever love her 
like Izzy could. When he looked at Megan he saw Axl. In a way, he lives on through her. At least | think that's 
what Izzy's trying so hard to do. 


"This is such bullshit," | run my hand over my head and stare through the bars. 


"No shit," Steven snaps, "I haven't even been in the same goddamn room with Axl in like fifteen years, not since 
the civil suit!" 


Like we have anything to fucking hide," Slash pipes up from the floor, "So we stood to gain something from his 
death, whooptie fucking doo. Don't mean we actually offed the fucker. | mean shit Izzy's the only motherfucker 


to even know about it. Why isn't he the prime suspect then?" 


Izzy glances over at Slash with a truly hurt expression. "Whoever said | wasn't?" He practically whispers. "My 
alibi checked out. Trust me, | was their prime suspect. I've had to submit fucking fingerprints, blood, hair, 
saliva, and fucking sperm for those fucks. What the fuck have any of you had to give up? Your little theories? 
Ancient enemies? Tales of a failed love triangle?" And when he says that | hear the seething in his voice and 


his eyes are burning a hole into Slash's back. 


Slash stares over his shoulder at Izzy. "Careful Izzy, your jealousy is showing. How can it be a failure on my 


part when I've had you both?" 
"Fuck you," Izzy hisses and pulls his knees up to his chest, "Who was the jealous one first?" 


"Come on guys, let's not pour salt on old wounds, its ancient history," | say trying as usual to maintain the 


peace. 
"If you call three days ago ancient history," Slash huffs. 


Luckily before another word is uttered Jailers are showing up and taking Steven, Slash and myself out of the 
cell. We're led to the infirmary where our mouths are swabbed. Our fingerprints are taken. Hair is harvested 
from our heads, arms, legs, and pubes. Four vials of our blood is drawn. Then we're given little plastic cups and 
led into private rooms with Hustler magazines laying on a table and told to fill the cup to the line. 


